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FASHIONS FOR SEPTEMBER. 


‘Tux fashions this month begin to subside into the 
autumn costumes, though as yet we have few decidedly 
new styles. We give, however, representations of three 
very elegant dresses. 

Fig. 1. A Monyine Dress.—A peignior robe of 
white organdie, open in the front, and ornamented on 
each side with double volants of rich English lace; the 
body high to the throat and full, slightly guaged haif 
way up the centre+ of the corsage, which is also orna- 
mented with a double fall of lace, continued round the 
neck ; the sleeves perfectly tight and decorated round the 
top of the arm with three folds of the same ; manchettes 
of lace to match, the whole worn over a slip of rich am- 
ber.gros des Naples ; scarf of barége in stripes of blue 
and amber; chapeau of paille de riz, decorated with 
pale blue ribbon, and a splendid marabout feather nude 
blue. 

Fig. 2. Batt Dress.—This dress is composed of an 
under slip of mauve satin, over which is worn a dress 
of white crepe d la Bergere, looped half way up on the 
right side, the jupe being shorter than the under dress, 
and surrounded by a wreath of petit rose de Motts, reach- 
ing on the right side up to the waist; the corsage low 
and tight, sleeves the same; the whole trimmed with 
wreaths en suite ; the waist d point, trimmed round the 
edge with a very small wreath; coiffure composed of a 
wreath of variegated flowers, falling low on each side ; 
the front hair plaited. 

Fig. 3. Evenine Dness.—Of plain barege of a beau- 
tiful fawn color; the skirt trimmed with a narrow rib- 
bon, forming vandykes, each point being finished with 
roseattes of areophane; corsage low and pointed; the 
sleeves and body sitting close to the figure; a splendid 
Cardinal pelerine, formed of rich inlet and lace, attached 
in front with a pale pink gauze roseatte, from which de- 
pends two rather long ends, and a rich blue scarf edged 
at the ends with a broad fringe, fingshes this elegant 
costume, Cap d la Duchesse, composed of blond and 

Vou. IL—9 





flowers, the blond falling very low on each side of the 
ears, the flowers forming a perfect garland over the front 
of the head. 

Cars are now lighter and prettier than ever, the more 
simple, the more elegant; they are stil] made plain on 
the top of the head, and deep at the ears, where they are 
ornamented with beautiful light branches of flowers of 
every description ; sometimes, indeed, they are trimmed 
with a light style of wreath passing over the head, and 
attached on one side with four beautiful roses of different 
shades or colors; others are merely formed with lappels, 
caught here and there with very small light fiowers; 
those which are made with an open caul are generally 
of lace or tulle, a Josephine comb being worn at the back 
of the head. Morning caps are mostly made in India 
muslin, the form round, and without brides, trimmed with 
Mechlin lace and Fontagnes ribbons, of mixed colors. 

Waxine Dresses.—Pointed bodies are still much 
in fashion; they are, however, mostly reserved for full 
dress costume. We have also remarked that the rounded 
bodies are worn for promenade dresses; and, for the 
morning toilette, nothing is so becoming as the ceinture, 
with long floating ends. Walking dresses are mostly 
composed of satins princesses, pekins, and of poults de 
soie; the lighter materials being India muslin and the 
Persian baréges, raies; sleeves named a la jardinicre; 
the corsage froncé, and skirt ornamented with three folds. 
We must also cite one in tarlatan, lined with pale pink 
gros de Naples; the body gathered in the shoulder and 
waist; sleeves demi-larges, with manchettes of lace fall- 
ing upon the hand. This éoilette is rendered complete 
by a cardinal pelerine in tarlatane, lined to match the 
dress, and attached in the front by a bow of ribbon of 
pink taffetas with long ends. T'he most effective dresses 
are certainly those of embroidered muslin over colored 
gros de Naples, blue or green. We have seen at a late 
fashionable meeting, some of our fair élégantes in pelisses 
of white moire, trimmed with lace and biais, white and 
pink ; also those of grus de Naples glacé écru, trimmed. 
with lace and riches. 
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Serves are now being entirely made in the style of 
the reign Louis 14th, and such as were worn by Jean, 
Bart, and Villeroy, descending loose to the elbow, and 
having an under one of muslin or lace underneath. Les 
Manches Diana de Poictiers are also much in vogue, 
being considered the most graceful and useful things pos- 
sible; they are very pretty when worn with dresses having 
short sleeves, showing the dress underneath. 

Coirrurr.—The hair being now generally worn in 
long light ringlets in the front, nothing is more beautiful 
than to see them relieved either on one or both sides, 
with a lovely natural flower of a hue suitable to the com- 
plexion of the fair wearer. Les couronnes cérés are also 
very becoming; for full dress jewels are generally inter- 
mixed with the flowers. The most charming description 
of coiffure now worn is that called Rosine; it consists 
of a multitude of narrow ribbon streamers falling on one 
side over the neck, and on the other forming a charming 
panache, which is attached to the back hair or plait. 
This coiffure, when not worn in full dress, may be ren- 
dered still prettier and more negligée, by a pretty lace, 
either black or white, being added to it. 

Promenave Dresses.—The following may be con- 
sidered as those most generally worn. Dresses of poult 
de svie, one in grey shaded groseille ; the skirt trimmed in 
the front with a double black lace, put on perfectly plain, 
and attached with six bows of ribbon of the same color 
as the dress; body high and sitting close to the figure; 
the waist a rounded point. An elegant Cardinal pelerine 
is worn over, trimmed carelessly with black lace, put on 
plain ; sleeves, pagodes, half-long, and edged with a black 
lace, forming a division to the coquettish-looking sleeves 
underneath of batiste bouillonées, with embroidered inlet 
between; the others in sea-green silk, are made in the 
style called d /a Medicis, the skirt being perfectly plain ; 
corsage in a point, formed of three rows of fullings, sepa- 
rated with folds of the same material; the folds on the 
shoulder forming a jockey over the sleeves, which are 
guaged flat and cut on thé dias; and, lastly, those in 
Pekin silk, g/acée grey and green, trimmed en tablier with 
a bordering of soutache, forming a double festoon, corsage 
high and in three divisions, ornamented also with soutache 
reaching from the shoulder to the point of the waist. 

Roses pe Caamene are now being generally worn, 
composed of a foulard, white mousseline de laine, or in 
cachemire frongé, the skirt of some being trimmed with 
neeuds of ribbon, or three rows of buttons; corsage and 
sleeves plain, with a double pelerine. Others have ,the 
skirt. showing an under jupe beautifully embroidered ; 
sleeves d la religieuses worn over a thin cambric sleeve, 
trimmed with Valenciennes: the latter costume is by far 
the prettiest and most fanciful. A few of the most 
recherché description are made of unbleached cambric, 
ornamented with facings of the same, figured and trim- 
med with elegant fringe or an embroidery in soutache. 





THE LADY’S 


Scanrs.—Some of our ¢/égantes preferring the scarf 
to the ugly cardinals, or, still deeper camails, wear them 
of a lighter tissue, with arabesques and palms, figuring 
upon them. Scarfs of Ombre silks of the most delicate 
and charming hue, with open-work of gymp, and trim- 
mings of deep lace are also worn with great eflect. 


A DIRGE. 


Now is done thy long day’s work ; 
Fold thy palms across thy breast, 
Fold thine arms, turn to thy rest. 
Let them rave. 
Shadows of the silver birk 
Sweep the green that folds thy grave. 
Let them rave. 


Thee nor carketh care nor slander ; 

Nothing but the small cold worm 

Fretteth thine enshrouded form. 
Let them rave. 

Light and shadow ever wander 

O’er the green that folds thy grave. 
Let them rave. 


Thou wilt not torn upon thy bed ; 
Chaunteth not the brooding bee 
Sweeter tones than calumny ? 
Let them rave. 
Thou wilt never raise thine head 
From the green that folds thy grave, 
Let them rave, 


Crocodiles wept tears for thee ; 

The woodbine and eglatere 

Drip sweeter dews than traitor’s tear. 
Let them rave. 

Rain makes music in the tree 

O’er the green that folds thy grave. 
Let them rave. 


Round thee blow, self-pleached deep, 
Bramble-roses, faint and pale, 
And long purples of the dale. 
Let them rave. 
These in every shower creep 
Through the green that folds thy grave. 
Let them rave. 


The gold-eyed kingcups fine ; 

The frail bluebell peereth over 

Rare broidry of the purple clover. 
Let them rave. 

Kings have no such couch as thine, 

As the green that folds thy grave. 
Let them rave. 


Wild words wander here and there ; 
God's great gift of speech abused 
Makes thy memory confused— 

But let them rave. 
The balm-cricket carols clear 
In the green that folds thy grave. 


Let them rave. TENNYSON. 











VELASCO, OR THE ELOPEMENT. 


BY A. W. NONEY. 


“’T is but thy name that is my enemy ; 
Thou art thyself, though not a Montague.” 

Dona Constanza de Tolosa sat by the window of her 
apartment gazing upon a rich and lovely landscape, 
whose summer verdure, slightly tinged with the golden 
bloom of early autumn, was then sweetly glowing in the 
mellow radiance of the moon. She held in her hand a 
beautiful half-blown rose that had been thrown unob- 
served into the room, upon one of the leaves of which 
was written the laconic communication—* Le amo de 
corazén—Vxtasco!” Over this she had long wondered 
without having the slightest idea whence it came, or for 
what purpose it might be intended, except to excite her 
wonder, as she was unacquainted with the name of 
“Velasco,” and also unconscious of having ever attracted 
the admiration of a stranger. But her eyes were now 
tracing the course of the gracefully winding Tagus whose 
tranquil waters, glittering like molten silver, flowed 
within a few yards from beneath the casement, thence 
brightly onward amidst groves and vineyards until lost 
to her view in the distance; yet her thoughts were wan- 
dering back through the green vista of girlhood to those 
sunny hours when she, a gladsome child, roamed in care- 
less gayety along its fertile banks, plucking bright flow- 
ers to wreath in her dear mother’s hair, and dreaming of 
naught save the future joys that were in store for her. 
She was happy then, aye, truly so! She felt the reality 
now of those blissful scenes which had seemed only 
glimpses of happier days to come; for since then she 
had strown the last flowers she could bear to pluck 
thence over that dear mother’s grave; and there was now 
neither parent or kin left in the wide world to love her. 
She felt that her fate was lonely and friendless, even though 
she remained the sole heiress of a proud and wealthy 
house, and was also possessed of beauty and attractions 
that might readily have enabled her to rank peerless above 
the loveliest maidens of Spain’s sunny clime. Yet these 
were as nothing—for they yielded her no pleasure ; while 
they were as dross compared to the wealth of affection 
pent up within her pure bosom, and yearning to gush 
forth in one clear stream of rapture at the feet of some 
beloved object. 

Placed, while yet a child at her mother’s death, under 
the care of Senor Lopez, a stern guardian, she had been 
kept as it were, a lovely flower to deck his own alcova 
with the watchful jealousy of a lynx-eyed Argus; who 
seemed ever fearful that the world might rob him of his 
treasure—the interest of her estate, his fee in guardian- 
ship. He had kept her almost estranged from society, 
with little more freedom than the privilege of gazing, as 
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now, from the windows of her dreary prison-house upon 
the bright scenes around, from whose enjoyments she 
was tyrannically shut out; but when nearly placed by 
her years above this surveillance, he was fain to relax 
somewhat the vigilance with which he had hitherto 
guarded her from the snares and temptations of the 
world; and she at times ventured forth, like a bird from 
its cage, to taste the sweets of liberty, though ever ac- 
companied in her wanderings, that she might not even 
then be free from restraint. 

While thus enwrapt with saddened reflections of the 
past, joined with doubtful anticipations of the future, the 
tones of a guitar, playing a light and happy air, reached 
her ears, and attracted her attention. Turning in the 
direction whence they proceeded, she observed a small 
pinnace sailing gently down the stream, passing as she 
supposed from the villa above. To her extreme surprise, 
when arriving opposite her window, it turned in to- 
ward the shore, while its occupant observing her arose 
and bowed—then touched a few notes on his instrument 
and sang the following :— 

A wand’rer return’d to my home once again; 

In my own native valleys so dear, 
I’ve found a rich treasure I sought for in vain, 
Through all the wide world save my beautiful Spain, 
Unconscious the jewel was here ; 


By the banks of her sweet flowing stream— 
And pure as its wave’s limpid gleam. 


I've roved from the West to India’s bright shore, 
From North to the South ever free; 
But ne’er had I seen when my travels were o’er, 
As I turn’d to my home to wander no more, 
A maiden so lovely as thee ; 
Thou brightest of earth’s fairest daughters— 
A queen by my own Tagus’ waters. 


I’ve gazed on the charms of the “ Maids of Cashmere,” 
And glanced in their “ love-lighted” eyes ; 
Yet their light ne’er shone with a magic se dear, 
Nor their beauty so sweet as thine doth appear, 
Thou flower of my own native skies ;— 
Freshly Monming in fragrance and pride, 
By the margin of Tagus’ clear tide. 


I love thee! I love thee! with heart and with soul! 
And passion as ardent as free! 
Which aye may endure without check or control, 
Ever changelessly true while 'Tagus shall roll, 
Its bright swelling waves to the sea. 
‘ah! tell me not in vain do I woo! 
And bid me, sweet angel, adieu! 

The Dona listened with delightful astonishment to the 
words of the song, deeming them very flattering, though 
perhaps a little extravagant. His voice had a manly 
sweetness in it that captivated her ear; while the grace- 
ful dignity of his bearing gave assurance that he was of 
a superior order to the common-place caballeros whom 
she usually saw passing and repassing up and down the 
river; and the fervent air and tone with which he sang, 
caused an undefinable sensation to arise within the breast, 
while her warm heart increased its pulsations, as if thrill- 
ing under some rapturous excitement. 

He had scarcely finished, however, when she was 
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startled by a sudden knocking at her chamber door, and 
the voice of Senor Lopez, who bade her close the case- 
ment immediately and retire to her couch. Reluctantly 
obeying the imperious mandate, she waved a grateful 
acknowledgment to the handsome cavalier, who bowed 
with ardent respect as she vanished from his sight; and 
then she sought her couch—but not to sleep. Her 
thoughts had now a more agreeable subject for meditation, 
and she reflected upon it with sanguine and delightful 
anticipations. A new life seemed dawning upon her— 


a life of love and happiness, in which is comprised wo- 
man’s chief existence; and a still small voice whispered 
to her heart that its yearnings were not all in vain—that 


it might yet pour out its treasures without reserve, and 
receive a grateful return, while the world would be no 
longer to her so lonely and dreary as it had ever seemed 
since her mother’s death. 

Slumber at length closed her eyelids, and her dreams 
were of a most blissful nature, for they imaged forth 
visions of love and lovers singing and playing amid rosy 
bowers, while her unknown “Velasco” appeared to be 
their king, and still paid all homage to her—choosing 
her out from among the loveliest to be his bride and 
queen. Her breast seemed thrilling with an almost suf- 
focating feeling of rapture, and her heart swelling full, 
nearly to bursting with the intensity of its joys, until 
arriving as it were at the summit of bliss, those bright 
fancies were suddenly dissipated by the entrance of a 
hideous dragon amidst that fairy scene to fright her 
from its enjoyment. She awoke, and her thoughts re- 
verted back to the incidents of the evening previous, 
while they seemed almost too delightful for reality, and 
she could hardly convince herself that they were not also 
a portion of her dream. But there lay the rose wither- 
ing upon her toilet, to which she ran and read over and 
over again the sweet confession that “Velasco! loved 
her with all his heart!” She was satisfied that had 
been no delusion, and with an indescribable expression 
of delight and wonder blendingly depicted upon her 
sunny features, she pressed the mute messenger to her 
coral lips, and smiled as if its very fragrance breathed of 
love. 

“He loves me! he loves me!” she exclaimed in the 
exuberance of her joy, which was, however, immediately 
checked by a more serious reflection. “ But who is it 
that loves me?” she musingly asked herself. “Who is 
Senor Velasco?’’ She could not imagine whom he 
might be, for she had never heard the name, and was 
therefore unable to conclude whether he was a noble, or 
hidalgo—though he must be a perfect gentleman, or he 
would never have devised such an exquisitely romantic 
mode of expressing his passion to her. “And does he 
really love me?” She mused; but this, the more s!.e 
reflected upon it, seemed as puzzling as the rest, for how 
was she to determine whether he intended it all as some 
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mere passing act of gallantry, or was sincere in his pro- 
fessionst Yet even then it was bliss to believe the 
doubtful equivocation, that “lies like truth.” 

From morn till night, the image of that handsome 
cavalier, and the flattering words of his song, so occupied 
her mind that she could think of little else; while she 
sat humming over the pleasing air, and gazing upon the 
place where she last saw him wafting kisses toward her 
on the wings of night, and as intently as if he were stil! 
visible to her sight. Her wakeful fancies now conjured 
up dreams again similar to her midnight vision ; but they 
were also doomed to be dispelled by a phantom equally 
as horrible—and appearing more like reality than the 
former. 

Three days afterwards, Senor Lopez congratulatingly 
informed her that she was a betrothed bride! and that 
her marriage would take place in the course of a few 
short weeks! She was astonished! aye, utterly con- 
founded by the unexpected intelligence; and sooth there 
was indeed ample reason, for this was the first intima- 
tion she had received of such being a probable occur- 
rence. However, after the first shock of the startling 
communication had passed over, she began to console 
herself with the reflection that it must be “ Velasco”’ 
who had thus suddenly proposed for her; but as her 
guardian continued, she nearly fainted with the sudden 
reaction which chilled her hopes. 

“You see, my dear, Don Emanuel, who is a noble- 
man at Madrid, has written to me, soliciting the honor 
of your hand in marriage. Knowing well his state and 
importance, I returned him my consent immediately.’ 

“ But you could not give him my consent !” said she 
in a tone of deep reproach. 

“Oh, no! you will give that as a matter of course !” 
he replied, laughing, without appearing to think that 
she could have the slightest objection to so advantageous 
a match. 

Dona Constanza felt ready to weep with indignation ; 
but womanly pride sustained her, and she returned in a 
tone that was intended to signify her firmness, though 
her voice was tremulous with emotion. “Then, Senor, 
as a matter of course, I will not give my consent; but 
will rather enter a convent than marry Don Emanuel— 
even though he were the king himself!” And she 
turned quickly from the presence of her mercenary 
guardian toward her chamber, there to give relief to her 
sorrows and vexation by a flood of tears. She was very 
angry with him for such impertinent officiousness; as 
indeed what young maiden would not have been, thus 
to be disposed of, like a horse or a slave—to have a hus- 
band selected and agreed upon, and her own approval 
and consent to an arrangement, usually the most impor- 
tant of any in woman’s life, deemed of very little account 
—but to follow, however, as a “ matter of course.” She 
knew nothing of Don Emanuel, except that his name 











had been casually mentioned once or twice in her hear- 
ing as a gentleman of high rank in Madrid, but who had 
spent of late some years abroad. He might be old and 
ugly for all she knew to the contrary; and his very 
name sounded as if it belonged toa cross and stupid old 
bachelor. “ What care I for his state and importance?” 
she exclaimed, petti-jly, as these words recurred to her 
mind, “I could not {ove him if he were made of gold 
and jewels !” 

Nor could she have loved him while her heart was 
pre-occupied by the graceful image of another—that of 
her mysterious serenader; whom, however, she had not 
seen since that eventful evening of his first appearance. 
This seemed very strange to her, as she nightly watched 
eager and anxiously hour after hour for his dearly anti- 
cipated reappearance ; but in vain. She felt it indeed 
singular, yet she could not believe that such a noble 
looking gentleman would play falsely merely to deceive 
a simple maiden—kindling an undying flame in her 
bosom, and then vanishing as mysteriously as he came, 
leaving it to rage and consume her heart unheeded. 
Some accident must full surely have befallen him, or he 
would have sought an interview with her long before ;— 
and she wept with deep anguish at the thought. 

But whether “ Velasco” came or not, she was fully 
resolved to oppose her tyrannical guardian’s plan, even 
though the laws of her country might leave her no alter- 
native between a compliance with his wishes and a living 
burial within a convent’s walls, if he chose to enforce 
her marriage before she was free from his control. She 
rightly deemed that he had sinister views in thus con- 
tracting her without her own consent, and to an utter 
stranger ; for he shrewdly inferred that the magnificent 
Don, from the immensity of his own wealth, would 
be more than likely to overlook some few discrepancies 
which had occurred in the management of his ward’s 
estate, either through negligence or design on his part. 

However, he said nothing further to her upon the 
subject, knowing that it would but increase the evident 
antipathy she felt towards the match; while the Don 
himself could perhaps better second his efforts, when he 
arrived, by the splendor and pomp of his state—and a 
very little gentle enforcement, if the necessity of the 
case should strongly demand such proceeding. Yet he 
deemed it proper to inform him that his ward manifested 
a slight reluctance in agreeing to such a sudden propo- 
sition, from being doubtless a little piqued that he had 
not addressed her at the first. Still that gentleman’s 
reply expressed no discouragement ; but rather increased 
ardor, as if her maiden spirit raised her worth in his 
estimation, and he was therefore resolved to win her if 
possible, 





It was on the evening previous to the day when the 
presumptuous suitor to her hand was expected to arrive, 
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that the Dona sat in her chamber with her spirits weighed 
down by the most gloomy reflections. She had given 
up all hope of ever seeing “ Velasco” again; and yet 
she could not banish from her heart the lasting impres- 
sion that his manly beauty, assisted by the romance at- 
tached to his actions—had made upon it. In the fervid 
clime of Spain Jove does not require years of sunshine 
and showers to arrive at maturity. It is there in her 
verdant fields, amidst orange groves and rosy bowers, a 
flower of magic growth, and requires neither care or attend- 
ance; but springs at once into bloom, seeking its own 
nourishment of the soil from whence it takes its life. 
From sad imaginings with regard to the stranger who 
was the object of her affections, her thoughts reverted 
with loathing to the still stranger person, who was 
equally the object of her abhorrence; and with whom 
her guardian would heartlessly force her to wed, if she 
did not take some decided step to thwart his purpose. 
Though she had not yet determined upon any definite 
plan of proceeding, she was fully resolved that the 
haughty Don should not even see her when he did 
arrive, and he might return again to Madrid, if he chose, 
as wise as he came, and quite as empty, for all he was 
likely to gain of her. 

While thus sitting and revolving in her mind the 
woes that afflicted her soul, she heard, as she imagined, 
the same tinkling notes which had sounded so sweet to 
her enraptured ears upon the night when “ Velasco” 
sung to her of his admiration and love. Rushing to the 
window to assure herself, she saw him floating gently 
by; and, carried away with the enthusiastic transport of 
her feelings she waved her hand toward him in greeting, 
while her throbbing heart swelled full with delight. He 
kissed his in return, and then, signifying by a gesture 
that they might not speak through fear of being over- 
heard, he approached toward the shore, and tossed a 
letter attached to a pebble, into her apartment. Catch- 
ing it eagerly up, she read by the light of a taper its con- 
tents; and then, with an almost overpowering feeling of 
joy, she returned to the window and waved him her 
unhesitating consent to the proposition contained within ; 
while he passed silently away, wafting kisses toward her 
until lost to view in the obscurity of night. 

The letter was signed the same as his previous mes- 
sage to her, with the simple word “Velasco!” but its 
contents informed her that he was a gentleman of birth 
and station in life; and that having accidentally seen 
her one day in the villa, he had from that moment loved 
her with devoted ardor: yet he had been compelled to 
leave for Madrid at an early hour the next morning, 
and it was not then possible to seek an interview other 
than the serenade to which she listened one evening a 
few weeks previous. And now he deemed it too late 
for such unless she would consent to fly with him and 
thus avoid the union which her guardian wished to 





: 
4 
2 
s) 


aN CREB TE 8 


70 THE 


force upon her. He seemed wretched with despair, and 
implored her with all the deep and restless eloquence of 
true affection to comply with his wishes, and he would 
then ever love her, truly and fondly ;—saying, also, that 
he had in his power every means of happinkss, without 
the assistance of those which her guardian might unjustly 
withhold from her. And he concluded by requesting 
that if she consented to his dearest desires, to postpone 
with some plausible excuse the dreaded ceremony for a 
day, and he would be at her window on the succeeding 
night, ready to convey her with all possible speed to 
where the holy sacredote should be in waiting to unite 
them forever. 

After he was gone she returned and read and re-read 
those sweet lines, which seemed to her like a reprieve 
from a doom worse than even death itself, until every 
letter was engraven upon her memory—never to be 
effaced ; and then she folded it upon her heart and held 


it there, while she dreamed all that blissful night of love 


again and her dear “ Velasco.” 

The next day an unfortunate accident, as it was un- 
derstood, delayed the arrival of Senor Lopez’s expected 
guest ; for which occurrence Dona Constanza felt duly 
thankful, while she made secret preparation for her in- 
tended flight. 

She did not feel any regret at the step she was taking, 
for she was bound by no ties to Senor Lopez, and he 
had ever been to her a cold-hearted and selfish oppressor. 
It was the climax of this course of conduct that now 
drove her forth, to find a protector in one who loved her, 
and to seek a refuge from bitter oppression ; but as the 
evening approached, she felt nervous and sick at heart 
through doubt and anxiety. She had, however, a trus- 
ting confidence in the honor of Velasco, for every 
gesture and every word of his which she had read or 
listened to, bore the impress of love and sincerity. True, 
her acquaintance with him was very slight; but she was 
rendered desperate through love and constraint, and 
therefore proceeded to an extremity, which under other 
circumstances she would have hesitated in doing. While 
awaiting the arrival of “ Velasco,” she labored under the 
most ‘gloomy forebodings, and half repented her hasty 
promise; but then as she thought of her hopeless situa- 
tion, an occasional shudder would thrill over her frame, 
and renew again her failing resolution. 

It was about nine o’clock in the evening, that she 
heard the whispered signal underneath her window, 
while her heart seemed ready to leap from her throat 
with trepidation. Summoning up, however, the little 
energy she could command at the moment, she stepped 
timidly forth over the balcony, and thence descended into 
her lover’s arms, who quickly placed her on the boat in 
waiting, and pushed from the shore. He seated himself 
by her side and pressed her to his heart without speak- 
ing, while they were rowed swiftly toward the Villa in 
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whose suburbs her guardian’s residence was situated ; 
but had not proceeded far ere lights were seen and voices 
heard in pursuit, and they knew their flight had been 
discovered. 

Too frightened to speak, Constanza clung closer to 
her lover, as if to implore his protection; but he merely 
smiled, in derision of their danger, and bade her fear 
nothing, for all would yet be well. They were too far 
advancéed to be immediately overtaken, and thus reached 
the church in safety, where the reverend priest was in 
waiting to perform the nuptial rite. He commenced in 
haste, well knowing the urgency of the case; but the 
ceremony was soon interrupted by the stentorian voice 
of Senor Lopez, echoing in thunder to the lofty dome of 
the church, and reverberating amid those deserted aisles, 
as he shouted, : 

“Hold! on your life, holy father! and beware how 
you profane thus your sacred office!” 

Then, drawing his sword, advanced to confront the 
bold abducter of his ward, who stood calm and unmoved, 
supporting her fainting form; but paused in utter amaze- 
ment as he recognized his features, exclaiming, “Good 
God, Don Emanuel! Is it possible that you have re- 
sorted to such ignoble means to win your lady ?” 

“It is, Senor,” replied Don Emanuel, smiling, “for I 
despaired of winning her otherwise. You know that 
she refused the proposal made through her guardian; 
therefore, I deemed it proper to gain my desires in the 
best manner possible. She is mine now, by her own 
free will; and I love her none the less, for thus proving 
to me the faith of her affection.” 

“ Well, as you have won the perverse maiden against 
her desires, even though with her own free consent, the 
ceremony may proceed ; and I wish my dear ward much 
pleasure, in thus having her own way in this important 
matter.” 

The parties were married; and then of course came 
an explanation of the mystery to Dona Constanza. Don 
Emanuel de Velasco, having seen her, as before stated, 
was immediately captivated with her beauty and sweet- 
ness; but being imperatively called away to Madrid, he 
was obliged to submit by letter, a proposal for addressing 
her, to Senor Lopez, who closed at once with his desires ; 
and unexpectedly, even went so far as to fix upon a day 
for the marriage, which he seemed to think, without 
doubt, would follow in a very short period. This sur- 
prised, while it gave him much pleasure, and he joyfully 
acquiesced in the arrangement; but when he understood 
that she firmly opposed the union, shrewdly deeming 
that she might be ignorant of his latter title, and encou- 
raged by her seeming gratification at the previous mani- 
festation of his love, he resolved to win her, if possible, 
under that name alone; and thereby assure himself 
not only of her free will, but of her affection for 
him also. The good priest was his only confidant, 
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while he trusted to have accomplished his design undis- 
covered, 

It is needless, perhaps, to mention that the result of 
the elopement was gratifying to all the parties concerned, 
as it united Dona Constanza to her “ Velasco,” as well 
as to her guardian's “Don Emanuel;” and she had 
never reason to repent the hasty step, which, to appear- 
ance, was forced upon her. 





THE FADED FLOWER. 
BY EDWIN EDDISON. 


A CHILD wept o’er a grave ; 
Its father’s corpse lay there ; 

His beauteous form was bent 
In ead and silent prayer. 


A cypress gently waved 

Its leaves o’er its bow’d head : 
He did not hear their sound ; 

His thoughts were with the dead. 


On that loved spot each morn, 
Breathing his soul in prayer, 
He pleaded Heaven's high King 

To join his parent there. 


His suppliant prayer was heard ; 
He faded fast away : 

Alas! so sweet a flower 
Had bloom'’d but to decay. 


Another cypress weeps 
Above that hallow'd bed; 

And son with father sleeps 
Amidst the lonely dead! 





MEMORY. 
BY MRS. G, NORMAN, 


Tue day will come when Memory lingers 
Sadly o’er her sweetest dream, 

Weaving for aye, with fairy fingers, 
Semblance of joys that once have been ; 

And in our age we fain would see 

In that vain dream, reality. 


While waiting for that sober time, 
With pleasure’s tempting path before us, 
Gaily pass on, nor fear the ills 
Fast-fleeting Time may scatter o’er us; 
But lay up Memory’s joyous store 
To glad the heart when young no more. 





InngsotuTion.—In matters of great concern, and 
which must be done, there is no surer argument of a 
weak mind than irresolution ; to be undetermined where 
the case is so plain, and the necessity so urgent. 
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THE EASTERN PRINCESS. 
BY MRS. ANNE FORD. 


Tur Princess Zelona was the most beautiful of her 
sex. She was gay as a bird, agile as the antelope, and 
tender as the dove. Her voice was like that of the 
bulbul, and her eyes were brighter than the stars that 
light the throne of the angel Amiram. She was the 
only daughter of a prince, who found a pleasure in 
gratifying her highest wishes. Her harem was cele- 
brated throughout all the east. The most beautiful 
girls sang to her, incense of the costliest kind perfumed 
her room, the finest muslins of Deccan wrapped her 
delicate form, and every luxury which wealth could 
purchase or whim suggest was collected around her. 
Yet she was not happy. Amid all this magnificence 
she pined away, so that the lustre of her eye daily 
grew more dim, and the rose on her cheek faded. The 
Princess Zelona was to be married to a prince whom 
she hated, when her heart was given to another. Her 
destined lord was an old Rajah of immense possessions, 
and though her father gratified her wishes in every other 
respect, on this point he was inexorable, and therefore 
her sadness. Deeming that her dejection would soon 
pass away when she was a bride, the parent paid little 
attention to her grief, but hastened the preparations for 
her nuptials. 

She sat in her bower one day, surrounded by her 
slaves, who each tried in turn but uselessly to assuage 


_ her sadness. In vain they sang and played to her, in 


vain the sound of a cool fountain plashed on her ear, in 
vain they strove to entertain her with tales of love and 
romance, in vain she gazed out over the bright lake that 
stretched beneath her apartment, and in vain she sought 
consolation in that never-failing resource, her agate- 
mounted hookah, she found no relief for her dejection ; 
so, at length, dismissing all her attendants but one, who 
had been with her from childhood, she threw herself 
back on her cushion, and bid the other sing her an old 
song which they had known years before when both 
were young, and she was happy. 

«“ Ah!” sighed the princess, “ how often have I heard 
Hyder sing that song in the green mountains where we 
were brought up together. Alas! that my father has 
taken me thence and brought me here to all this state 
and grandeur, which I despise since I cannot share it 
with Hyder.” 

“ And why not fly from this hateful union ?” timidly 
interposed her companion, “I have heard of such things 
from the story-tellers whom we used to hear, before 
your father had won this mighty kingdom, and when 
he was only a poor prince among the hills, such as 
Hyder is now.” j 

« Fly!” said the princess, in astonishment, “oh! my 
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father would never forgive me—but, but, indeed this 
marriage will kill me.” 

“T am sure” interposed the maiden, “I would never 
submit to it, when this young prince loves you so de- 
votedly, and you love him in return. Haye you seen 
him of late?” 

“T caught a glimpse of him as he rode under my lat- 
tice four moons ago, when he was on a visit here—you 
know I could see him in no other way. How nobly— 
like the descendant of a hundred kings as he is—he 
bestrode his courser. Ah! would I could see him in 
this dilemma.” 

“And what would you say if you could hear from 
him? See,” continued the maiden, looking cautiously 
around, to satisfy herself that no one was within sight 
or hearing. “I have a mission for you, written in his 
own hand. It has cost me a world of trouble to convey 


to you, and this is the second day I have waited for the 
opportunity.” 

The princess blushed to the bosom as she took the 
richly adorned missive and read the following: 


“Do you love me yet? Then can you become a 
sacrifice? I am poor, but I am the descendant of kings. 
If you will give up pomp, wealth, and power for my moun- 
tain home, I will find means to rescue you from your 
fate. If you are silent I shall know you still love me 
and are willing to be mine.” 


The color went and came in the princess’ cheek, and 
her bosom heaved with tumultuous emotions, as she 
read this letter. Concealing it in her bosom, she leaned 
her head on her hand and gave herself up to thought. 
In that crisis how her heart alternated between affection 
for her father and love for Hyder! But love triumphed 
and when she raised her head it was to tell her com- 
panion that there was no reply to send. 

“ Allah be praised!” said the maiden, “ now I shall 
see you happy.” 

Meantime the preparations for the nuptials of the 
princess went on, and were eventually brought to a 
close. Day after day, relying on her lover’s promise to 
save her, Zelona looked for his interposition, though she 
knew not in what way it would appear ; but all in vain. 
Hope at length gave out, and she spent her hours in 
tears. 

It was a bright summer morning when the bridal 
cavalcade set forth for the capital of the intended hus- 
band of the princess, but though every thing around her 
was gay—though birds sang merrily from every branch, 
and joyous strains of music floated on the balmy air— 
her heart was filled with sadness and despair. At most 
two days journey would bring her to the capital of her 
lord. From Hyder she had received no intelligence, 
and who knew but what he might be dead, or have 
deserted her. Bitter were the tears she wept as she 
buried herself in her silken couch, for death seemed pre- 
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ferable to a union with her destined husband. When 
the cavalcade stopped for the night, she wept herself to 
sleep. But suddenly she was aroused from slumber by 
a wild confusion in the camp, and sitting up in her 
couch and listening, she heard shouts, and shots, the 
charge of spahis, and the clash of sword-blades. 
noises, at first distant, rapidly neared the rich pavilion 
in which she lay, and as they approached, what was 
her joy to recognise, over all the tumult, the war-cry of 
Hyder. Hastily ordering her affrighted slaves to robe 
her, she awaited, with a beating heart, the termination 
of the contest. Nor did she wait long. Directly a wild 
huzza rose up at the very door of her pavilion, and im- 
mediately she heard her lover’s voice without. Rushing 
to the outer apartment of the tent she fell into Hyder’s 
arms as he entered it, flushed with victory. 

“Qh!” she said, “why did you delay so long! I 
almost feared I should never see you again.” 

“ T came as soon as I thought I could ensure success, 
dearest,” he replied, kissing her beautiful brow, “I have 
lain in wait for the last fortnight, watching for this day. 
But there is no time to lose. On the first alarm a thou- 
sand spahis will spring into the saddle to pursue us. [ 
have brought two fleet Arabians, who will carry us to our 
native mountains ere a second sun shall rise. Mount, 
sweet one, and away with me.” 

She mounted at the word, and ere two days the fugi- 
tives reached the wild and impassable mountain recesses 
in which the young prince had his home. Pursuit 
was found to be useless. Long and happily they lived 
together. At first the Rajah contemplated sending an 
army to recover his daughter, but just when all was 
prepared he fell sick, and better thoughts rose in his 
bosom. When he recovered he sent for his children 
and adopted Hyder as the heir to his throne. And 
men, in that bright land, still talk of the blissful reign of 
Zelona and her lord. 


These 


REMEMBRANCE. 


I sau look back, when on the main,— 
Back to my native isle, 
And almost think I hear again 
Thy voice, and view thy smile. 
But many days may pass away 
Ere I again shall see 
Amid the young, the fair, the gay,— 
One who resembles thee. 
Yet when the pensive thought shall dwell 
On some ideal maid, 
Whom fancy’s pencil pictured well, 
And touched with softest shade : 
The imaged form I shall survey, 
And, pausing at the view, 
Recall thy gentle smile, and say, 
“Oh, such a maid I knew!” BOWLES 











LORD PERCY’S DREAM. 
A STORY OF THE AMERICAN REVOLUTION. 


Ir was a lovely summer evening. Darkness had 
crept almost imperceptibly over the earth. The moon 
was up in all her full robed glory, and the burning 
stars of heaven glittered like a coronet of countless 
jewels on the dark brow of night. There was not 
one cloudlet to dim the lustrous expanse of ether. 
Below it lay the beautiful landscape—beautiful in its 
calm repose, and in its strong contrast of silver light 
and darkest shade. On the river—the noble and broad 
swelling river—the moon’s lustre was given back in 
one wide sheet of liquid glory, and as the stream faded 
away toward the thickly-wooded shore, the sound of the 
shadowed ripples dashing in mimic frolic against the 
pebbly bank, stole with the softening influence of music 
upon the soul. Save this, there was no sound upon the 
air, no wind to stir the myriads of forest leaves, or to 
bear away the sweet perfume of the fresh, wild fiowers. 
It was a glorious night, yet one, that with no passing 
sound upon the air, nothing by which the gazer might be 
led to identify the place—had rather a tendency of ab- 
stracting thought, of luring it away from these still, 
calm scenes to others, either of reality or imagination. 

And there was one, whose eyes were fixed upon the 
moonlight glories of the landscape, as if perchance to 
read some portion of his own fate from its illuminated 
page. From the wild turmoil of the camp, from the 
jarring discord of the soldiery, from the neigh of steeds, 
and the heavy tread of the sentry, he had stolen away 
to the borders of that mighty forest, beside the banks 
of that gently murmuring river. 

Where a moss-covered rock threw out its jutting 
points here and there, presenting a rude seat of nature’s 
own formation, with a velvet cushion to recline upon, 
and an emerald carpet of the softest texture, he had 
thrown himself wearily. With his hand upon his fore- 
head and his hair thrown back, damp and dishevelled, 
he gazed upon the quiet moon. And little recked she, 
as she sailed onward in the deep sapphire heaven, that 
he, whose beaming eyes feasted upon her loveliness, was 
the proud scion of a most mighty lineage, the des:endant 
of a long line of stately ancestry. Little recked she of 
the many anxious prayers sent up to Heaven on his 
account; of the fond mother who wept in deep bitter- 
ness, of the fair young sister whose tears commingled, 
and of the many noble friends whose heartfelt solicitude 
was enlisted for his welfare. The blood of a Percy 
coursed in the youthful veins of him who sat thee 
alone in the stilly night, an heir to the proud Dukedom 
of Northumberland. 

And never gazed the moon upon a fairer temple, on 
one more fitting to enshrine a high-born soul. There 

Vor. IL—10 


WORLD OF FASHION. 73 





was a majesty of thought, an elevated tone of feeling 
| dwelling upon the broad, fair forehead, and the curving 
fringes of the eyelash lay back upon it, disclosing the 
depths of soul they sometimes hid, the touching melan- 
choly of those dark blue orbs. His cheek was pale 
now, very pale, contrasting forcibly with the wet and 
clustering hair that fell around it in its raven hue. 
There was a haughty splendor in the full curving upper 
lip, in the slightly dilating nostril: there was character 
stamped upon the mouth. This feature, the most ex- 
pressive of the human face, seemed slightly inconsistent 
with the eyes and forehead. The upper lip, separate 
from its fellow, might appear to accord with these; but 
the union of both expressed forcibly that the reckless 
love of daring, the untamed wildness of the boy, had 
scarce given place to the more dignified demeanor 
of the man. His form, though slight, was accurately 
and beautifully proportioned, extending to the medium 
height, and displaying symptoms of nerve and activity 
almost beyond his years. The general disposition of the 
man might have been that of the frank, merry-hearted 
soldier, but sorrow and diappointment had given a deep- 
toned sadness to his expressive eyes, and touched with 
premature hand the manly beauty of his snowy brow. 
Lord Percy’s thoughts dwelt not with the landscape 
before him, but the influence of that scene had carried 
him afar into his own land ; the country of his love, his 
beautiful England. Before his vision, high rose the 
stately turrets of Alnwick Castle, its battlemented towers, 
its winding galleries and proud old halls, its fountains, 
its sculpture and its paintings. And even as he thought 
of these—holy and pure emotions, the fond endearments 
of home, the many blissful hours of childhood—thrilled 
with a powerful spell around his heart. Then came the 
memory of that mother, that loved and revered one, the 
brightest star in his boyhood’s heaven, the soothing 
angel of his after griefs, his beautiful and stately mother. 
Oh! for one look upon her face, one kiss from } er fond 
lips, one blessing on his head—how much would he 
have given? A stranger in a strange Jand, a soldier 
in the wars of his country—just wars as he had once 
considered them, but oppressive as he could not but 
confess them now. 
«“ Mother,” he murmured, “I was wrong, my mother: 
I was fearfully mistaken. Self-willed and passionate 
and arrogant, I disdained your advice, I scorned your 
council—God forgive me, I see it all now, mother. 
There was a wild thirst for glory, a maddening desire 
for fame, for the empty and profitless renown of a 
conqueror; and for these, my mother, T have become 
a shedder of human blood, an oppressor of the deeply 
injured. Think of me, mother, pray for me—in the 
dim watches of the night, and in the bright noonday— 
my best and truest friend, and dearesi—yes dearest, 
now that she, whose love was my glory, and the fancied 
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possession of whose heart my happiness, hath proved 
herself so utterly faithless !” 

Lord Percy paused. From a small golden case, ap- 
pended to his neck, he unclasped a miniature, and held 
it up so that the moonbeams might fall Grightly upon 
it. It was the delineation of a very lovely face. The 
small, feminine head was thrown back somewhat dis- 
dainfully, and the proud chiselling of the delicate fea- 
tures told that she was one of England’s aristocracy. A 
few bright curls lay lovingly on her fair cheek, and the 
whole picture breathed forth the spirit of beauty and 
stateliness. 

As the young man gazed thereon, there came an 
unwonted glistening of the eye, and presently a large 
tear slowly forced its way down his pale cheek: “Fie 
on me!” he exclaimed, “I am grown a very woman 
in weakness!—and yet, and yet—I did so love thee, 
Madeline. I did so fondly treasure every kind word, 
every gentle action—and I proudly claimed thee my 
affianced bride. Heaven help thee, and forgive thee, 
faithless !—and even now, while in the deep forest I 
linger thus alone, where dost thou roam, Madeline? 
Perchance in the lighted hall, amidst music and festi- 
vity, thou passest along smiling and glorying in thy 
beauty—a wondrous creature of loveliness. Are there no 
seasons of compunction, no moments of regret to shadow 
for an instant thy being’s sky !—or art thou forever a 
thoughtless and a heartless coquette, Madeline?” 


He covered his face with his hands and leaned heavily 
forward. Since the one dreadful hour of their parting 
he had cloaked his feeling with his pride, and his voice 
had been as clear, his step as firm, and his spirit as 
reckless as ever; but there are moments when agony 
must vent itself, and suffering can remain pent up no 


longer. And such a moment had come to him now. 
Bitter and scalding drops fell slowly between his burn- 
ing fingers, and his frame heaved with uncontrollable 
emotion. As scene by scene of happiness contrasted with 
misery, of the sunshine and the midnight, came home to 
this mind, more terrible grew the conflict. What were 
all past madness and sorrow—what were they to this? 

It was a season of bitter and overwhelming agony, 
and yet it past. Gradually the dark clouds rolled from 
his spirit, and a calm, an unnatural calm, seemed to 
succeed them—the stillness of despair. Once more he 
drew his hands away from his face, and raised it to the 
placid moonlight. A moment may suffice to alter the 
whole current of the feelings, and leave the dreadful 
impress of the Sirocco upon the face. How fearfully 
changed was his. Madness and terrible agony—the 
whirlwind and the storm—had done their work of 
ravage well. 

An hour passed on. The weariness following .the 
unwonted turmoil of mind, together with the incessant 
activity of a soldier's life, weighed down his eyelids, and 
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he leaned back against the projecting rock, and sank for 
awhile into a heavy slumber. The torturing images of 
his waking thoughts did not, at first, molest his dreams. 
Many a smile broke like sunshine upon his young lip, 
many a half-murmured sentence of fundness and joy 
attested a return of his long absent pleasant fancies. 
Thus ran his dreams: 

He was in a fine old park, the green and sloping 
grounds of his beloved Alnwick, and the sun of a bright 
day gleamed here and there, among the verdant shade, 
as the thick concave of green above was pierced by his 
effulgent rays. The perfume of many delicate and 
fragrant flowers was on the air, and birds of glorious 
plumage were trilling around him their most delicious 
notes. And there, in the gardens of his own home, 
Lord Percy roamed again, supporting on his arm that 
parent, who was the object of so many waking thoughts. 
No sorrow, no blight seemed to have visited him there, 
and life, to him, was full of joyful hope and gladness, 
Again—and he was in the presence of two fair girls, one 
his own dear sister, and the other his affianced bride. 
The name of Madeline was fondly breathed, and he 
bent his head to press the hand he held in his; but 
when he looked again around him they were there 
alone, and she wore a haughty and careless look, and 
spoke words of cutting and bitter irony. And they 
parted; she with a cold undimmed eye, and he in the 
fiery vehemence of passion and disappointment. The 
peacefuhand quiet tenor of his dreams was gone. And 
now he stood under the vaulted roof of an old court- 
yard, caparisoned as for a hasty march. His steed was 
pawing by his side, his followers, with doffed caps, 
stood silently waiting his commands. And sorrowing 
kindred and friends were around him—the stateliest of 
England’s nobility. His own white plume hung heavy 
on his brow, and none might know but him the stern 
sorrow of his own bosom; yet, like his valorous and 
impetuous ancestor, with a cheering word and a gay 
farewell, all mockery as they were, he vaulted to his 
saddle, and away from his father’s halls he sped. 

Then followed dim and indistinct visions of the deep 
blue sea, and a full-manned frigate; of landing on a 
strange shore; of midnight marches; of bloody battles 
and burning villages; the agonized look of many 2 
childless mother, and many a fatherless child. Weeks, 
months, seemed to have elapsed, and he had almost 
forgotten those parting scenes amidst the increasing 
confusion of his vision. 

At last, as if by magic, the mist swept from before his 
eyes, and he was riding at the head of an armed band 
toward a scene of sanguinary conflict. It was in the full 
broad glare of noonday, and a gentle stream lay basking 
in the sun’s rays. Around the forests; mighty and old, 
stretched their umbrageous foliage, and in an opening 
with a broad-swelling lawn before it, rose the walls of an 
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humble house of worship. It was a simple scene, yet 
with its waving fields of corn and fresh-mown meadows, 
a lovely one; yet, why it was, that as the dreamer gazed 
for the first time upon it, a strange thrill, a shuddering 
emotion, such as he had never before experienced, 
seemed to agitate him, as by an overwhelming impulse 
he was carried swiftly onward into the very heart of the 
battle. Amidst the flash and the smoke and the thund 
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he requested might be wrapt around him for the burial. 
It was a strange thing, and it startled all, that one so 
young and with such glorious prospects, should look on 
death so passively, should anticipate it without a shud- 
der. Alas! for him the grave had lost its terrors, and 
life at best was but a weary state of probation. 

On the eleventh day of September, 1777, was achieved 





ing volley of artillery, where the boldest might shudder 
and turn back, with a reckless disregard of consequences, 
he felt himself pre-eminent amidst the foremost, while 
the air resounded with the groan, the shrill death cry 
and the maddening shriek. ‘There was horror too in 
his own heart, for his steps were marked with the 
bodies of the-slain, and the sward grass below grew 
crimson with human gore. And on that river, that 
once gentle and lucid stream, floated an empurpled 
current, deep-dyed with the life blood of American 
patriots and British soldiery. Yet onward, with a 
brain on fire, and a heart maddened within him, under 
the influence of that strange spell, onward he sped. 
Suddenly he felt a faintness and a dizziness overpower 
him. Something had pierced him like cold steel, and 
glancing downward he saw his own blood gushing in a 
warm stream from his side. He reeled in his saddle 
and fell heavily to the ground. And there he lay, 
uncared for, unthought of, amidst the general conflict ; 
adying man. The terrible agony of spirit—the death- 
wound pains—the rushing world of thought—the sus- 
pense, the uncertainty of the future—the lingering hope 
—the murmured prayer for grace—the desolation, the 
anguish of the present. He felt them all, as he lay 
upon the red, wet earth, with many a dying fellow 
soldier beside him. Strange chills crept over him, and 
short and gaspingly came his breath, until, as with a 
convulsive effort, he half rose from the ground, and the 
dreamer awoke from that horrible trance. He had 
thrown himself forward, his head bent partly beneath 
his shoulders, and lay prone to the earth. 

Lord Perey rose a changed man: “Jt was a warn- 
ing,’ he murmured, “I know it to be such. God aid 
me and forgive me! One of my princely race, a 
descendant of the immortal Hotspur, to fal! thus, un- 
wept for, in a strange land !”’ 

And as night after night that maddening dream tor- 
tured his sleep, the conviction grew strong with him, 
the possibility became a certainty—and despite the 
remonstrances of his brother officers, calmly and man- 
fully he awaited the approach of death. 

“Tt is in vain,” he said, “ it is in vain, and as | have 
felt for you a sincere friendship, I will bequeath you all 
some token whereby to remember one of the Percys.” 

And, in conformity with his words, he bestowed his 
horse upon one, his pistols upon another—and every 
article of his wardrobe, except his soldier’s cloak, which 





a fi victory by the British, on the banks of the 
Brandywine. Lord Cornwallis drew away his forces 
in triumph, although many of his best and abiest officers 
lay slain. And amidst them all, with his soldier’s cloak 
around him, was the youthful heir of Northumberland, 
beautiful even in death. They buried him—the princely 
born, as his dying lips desired, with the miniature of his 
false lady resting upon his heart. And marvellous it 
was, that on that very morning, he had recognized 
the scene of conflict as the one so often visited in his 
dreams, although in reality a new and strange landscape. 

And even now, though years have rolled onward like 
waves upon the broad sea of time, those who visit the 
battle ground of Brandywine, may still hear from the 
lips of a hoary-haired old man, the fate of Lord Percy, 
and view a grass-grown hillock, thickly studded with 
the beautiful Brandywine “Forget me not,” which, he 
will tell you, marks his final resting-lace. J 





TWILIGHT. 


Tue soft and lovely twilight hour 

It hath a sad and holy power, 

When faintly on the arch of heaven 

Is seen the first pale star of even, 

When silence reigns on all around 

Unbroken by one jarring sound : 

So calm the hour it seems to be 

From life's unceasing turmoil free. 

Methinks that man ne'er dreamed a crime 

At this most holy quiet time, 

No evil feelings dare intrude 

On twilight’s sacred solitude. 

For by its soothing influence brought, 

There comes a train of pensive thought 

That seems the soul to elevate 

Above its sordid earthly state. 

As softly break the morning’s rays 

Let mem’ries come of other days ; 

Once more in fancy round us stand 

The loved and lost, a cherished band. 

And once again we fondly trace 

The features of each well-known face, 

And to our sad eyes spring the tears 

For buried hopes of by-gone years. 

The twilight is an hour of peace, 

When toil, an :rife, and turmoil cease ; 

A time to holy feelings given, 

When the rapt soul communes with heaven. 
Manik. 
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THE BARON’S KNELL. 


BY J. H. DANA. 


In the old town of Rudenberg there stands a square, 
massive, stone tower, green with moss, and shattered. by 
centuries. The superstructure, according to tradition, 
was the work of the Eyit One; and there is that in 
its gloomy old walls, the deep embrasures of the win- 
dows, and the scarred and blackened appearance of the 
building, which would seem to corroborate the Jegend. 
In this tower hangs a bell, of strange uncouth shape, but 
immoveably fixed in, masonry, so that no living mortal 
has heard it toll. ‘The tradition goes, that bell and 
tower had the same origin, in the bargain of some erring 
soul; but with whom the subtle enemy made the compact 
is not so certain. Some assert that it was an Eastern 
Magi, skilled in all the learning of the Chaldees. Others 
say that it was a fair-haired lady from beyénd the seas, 
one whose queenly port and dazzling beauty seemed 
almost supernatural. And others again say that the old 
tower was the residence of a bearded warrior who had 
fought in the Holy Land, and who brought back with 
him a train of Saracen servants, dressed with barbarous 
magnificence, and speaking in an uncouth tongue. But 
all agree in one thing. The first possessor of the place 
attained unbounded opulence, but died miserably after 
every descendant in the direct line had perished by 
violence. And strangest of all, the wizard bell tolled at 
every deat!, as if rung by invisible hands. But from 
the day when the last of the race perished, no mortal ear 
has heard the knell. 

It- was from a student at Leyden that I first received 
the true version of the legend. We had been sitting over 
a stoup of wine all the evening, leisurely smoking our 
meerschaums, until at length we fell mutually into a 
reverie which lasted a full hour. The room where we 
sat was one of those large old rambling apartments 
found in antique buildings, with grotesquely carved cor- 
nices, and ample fire-places surrounded with dragon 
heads. ‘The fire had been suffered to burn low, so that 
at length the chamber was left in comparative darkness. 
Now and then a falling brand would cause the flames to 
leap fitfully up, making strange shadows on the wall; 
while ever and anon the sullen gusts without rattled the 
old casements, and wailed mournfully around the house. 
Suddenly the bell of the cathedral began to toll, and as 
the measured sound came booming across the night, we 
started involuntarily. 

“Have you ever been at Rudenberg?” said my com- 
panion. 

“Yes!” I replied, “and from your words, you were 
thinking of the strange old tower, with its bell.” 

“| was,” he answered, lowering his voice, “have you 
ever heard the legend '”’ 
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I told him the versions that had been given me, but 
he shook his head. 

“They are none of them right. I believe one of my 
ancestors was present at the catastrophe, and so the true 
tradition has come down in our family. We rarely 
mention it, ‘Gott gebe uns Gnade ;’? but you are a 
foreigner, and I will waive our secrecy for once. 

“The real builder of that tower,” he-continued, draw- 
ing his chair close to mine, and speaking in a low, but 
distinct tone, “was a needy Baron of the palatinate, who 
suddenly rose to great power and opulence. The super- 
structure was built by torch light, and with almost 
incredible rapidity. But the greatest mystery attended 
the hanging of this strange bell, for no mortal eye, it is 


said, witnessed the act. ‘The bell was found one morning 


swinging high up in the old tower; but, for many a 


When the bells of 
the churches chimed out at wedding and. christenirig, it 


long year, no one heard its voice. 
remained silent. Other bells might toll at funerals, but 
not so it. While every steeple and tower in the palati- 
nate rang merrily at victory, the iron tongue of that 
unknown bell spoke not. Men came finally to look on 
At length the townsfolk hear 
a wild toll at midnight, and their blood curdied at the 
sound, so unlike all others was its unearthly tone. 
There was that in the voice of the mysterious bell, as if 
the insensate metal struggled to reveal some untold 
horror. Men shuddered as they listened, mothers hug- 
ged their babes to their bosoms, and maidens rose from 
bed and knelt before the crucifix until the fearful tolling 
ceased. That night few slept in Rudenberg. When 
morning dawned, the citizens learnt that, at midnight, 
jast when the bell began to toll, the beautiful young 
daughter of the Baron had died, it was feared, by poison, 
administered by some unknown hand. And the bell 
had tolled at her death, but by whom the knell was 
wrung, no man could tell. 

“From that day, it was noticed, that a dark shade 
settled on the brow of the Baron. Meantime his pos- 
sessions continued to increase, and while others lost, he 
gained. Whatever enterprize he undertook was sure to 
succeed. But child after child perished violently, and 
at every death that mysterious bell was tolled by un- 
known hands. ‘These things induced strange suspicions 
among the townsfolk. ‘They called to mind the poverty 
from which the Baron had sprung, they remembered the 
singular rapidity with which the tower had been built, 
and they thought upon that fearful night when the 
mysterious beil broke its long silence, and tolled at the 
death of his child. Whispers, at first scarcely breathed, 
but finally given utterance to even in the market-place, 
charged him with having entered into a bargain with 
the Evil One; and it was said that wealth and power 
was to be the portion of the Baron, but that one by one 
he was to lose his children as the forfeit, and that the 


it with strange awe. 
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tolling of this unknown bell was to warn each victim 
that the hour had come. At length these rumors reached 
the ears of the Baron. He listened to them without 
any reply except a sneer, but those who saw that sneer 
shuddered when they spoke of it to their dying day. 
«Years passed, and castle after castle was added to 
the domains of the Baron; but at every new acquisition 
another of his once fair family of children died. One 
was drowned ; another was killed while hunting; a third 
perished by the hand of an assassin ; and the fourth, and 
last, fell in a sudden fray ; but though he died in a foreign 
country, and the news of his death did not reach the 


‘ townsfolk for a week, they knew, by the tolling of the 


mysterious bell, that the last of the Baron’s race was no 
more. The whispers of the citizens now became louder 
than ever. The Baron’s wife had long since died, and 
it was said that his turn would arrive next. When they 
came to look back at the deaths of his progeny, they 
found that, by some strange coincidence, one of his 
children had perished on the same day, of the same 
month of each succeeding year; and it was predicted 
that, at the next anniversary, the Baron himself would 
die. But the stern old noble only scoffed at these whis- 
pers, and, as the day drew nigh, resolved to shew his 
scorn of the danger, by holding high festival in his 
castle. He caused, moreover, the bell, whose tolling 
had first produced these rumors, to be imbedded in solid 
masonry, as you see it now. so that no one could ring it. 
Then he made ready his feast. 

“You must not suppose that every one shrunk, like 
the honest townsfolk, from the Baron’s society. There 
were enough bold, bad men who laughed at what they 
ealled idle rumors, and were ever ready to pledge him 
in the wine cup, or follow him to the chase. Yet each 
of these men had some stigma attached to his name. 
One had plundered widows and orphans, a second had 
ravaged defenceless maidens, another was said to be a 
parricide, a fourth was suspected of sacrilege, a fifth had 
murdered his bride, and others had committed other acts, 
abhorred alike by God and man. On the countenance 
of each was written that at which holy eremites crossed 
themselves and prayed. And these men now gathered 
to the festival of their chief, mocking at the rumors that 
daily gained strength. 

“The hall where the festival was held was a wide 
apartment, with walls so gloomy, and casements so deep, 
that the cheerful beams of the sun rarely found entrance 
within, or only played in sickly radiance on the damp, 
stone floor. But though such was the usual aspect of 
the room it was different now. Lights blazed in fifty 
places from the walls. A table, covered with the richest 
plate, stretched down the ample hall. Never indeed 
had the palatinate beheld such an array of wealth, mag- 
nificence and profusion. ' Here was a rarely carved gob- 
let from Italy, and there a Venice glass of unrivalled 
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beauty; golden urns and dishes glittered along the 
board ; and the drinking cups of the guests flashed with 
jewels, Every viand that taste could suggest, or skill 
prepare, was arranged for the feast, while the richest 
and costliest wines blushed in golden ewers at hand. 
Servants, magnificently attired, moved noiselessly over 
the floor; incense rose up from tripods burning at inter- 
vals along the walls; and strains of music, from unseen 
performers, floated around, and dissolved the listeners 
into ecstacy. Well might the guests, thus surrounded 
by all that could delight the senses, scoff at the fears of 
the people, and deem themselves safe from harm. But 
ever and anon, as the wandering eye of a guest lit on 
the cold, damp wall, by some strange whim left bare of 
tapestry, he would shudder involuntarily, as if foreboding 
ill. These feelings, however, were rare, and did not in- 
terrupt the evening’s hilarity. As the hours passed on, 
and the guests quafled deeper of the glowing wine, their 
jests and songs and gaiety increased, until the hall rang 
with merriment. Many a wild deed was then related, 
at which good men would have turned pale, but which 
was hailed now with shouts; many a ribald song was 
sung, convulsing the listeners with unholy mirth. And 
thus hour after hour passed, while still the lights burned 
on the wall, the incense exhaled from the censers, and 
the music of the unseen performers filled the air. Mid- 
night had come, when, with a scornful sneer, and then 
a gay mocking laugh, the Baron arose and spoke, 

“*Fill high your goblets,’ he said, ‘fill to the brim,’ 
and as he spoke he poured forth a bumper of the rich, 
red wine, while each guest followed his example. ‘We 
will be merry to-night, brave sirs, in spite of the idle 
rumors of superstitious fools, and the lying prophecies 
of canting priests. Ho! midnight of the day, on which 
they said my race was to perish, has come, and yet here 
I stand, the last of that lineage, to mock at such fears. 
We will be merry to-night, gallants, and see whether 
the old bell can disturb our revellings. Better wine 
than this never crossed lip, nor ever did gayer company 
meet at festal board. Lo! give us a triumphal song, a 
gay and exulting strain. Now, fair guests, join hands, 
and drink, one and all, my toast, ‘Confusion to the foul 
fiend,’ Quaff—quaff.” 

“ And they quaffed the wine, and, amid strains of 
triumphal music, with linked hands, they shouted back 
the toast. But ere the huzza ceased, the slow, measured 
tolling of a bell filled the apartment, and, as the revellers 
listened, their cheeks blanched, and their voices died in 
their throats, for well they knew that fearful sound. 
The music stopped in terror, and a dead silence reigned 
throughout the hall. Again and again the toll of that bell 
clanged awfully across the night, and the lights waved 
to and fro, as if flared by gusts of air. Each man drew 
closer to his neighbor, and all gazed in wild affright at 
their host. At the first toll of the. bell, the exulting 
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sneer had passed from his lips, and he gazed fearfully 
around, as if hoping that his ears deceived him, yet 
dreading the contrary; but when that unearthly sound 
penetrated, a second time, into the hall, and he saw, by 
the faces of the guests, that they too heard the knell, his 
countenance became ghastly as that of a corpse, and he 
elung to the table to support his tottering knees. And 
as the iron voice rung out again across the night, he 
uttered an agonizing cry, gasped for breath, and sinking 
down utterly into his seat, with the wine cup still in his 
hand, fell over at the twelfth stroke, dead on the floor. 
At the same moment the wind eddied through the case- 
ments, and the censers expired. Then mortal fear seized 
on the guests, and springing from the board, and climb- 
ing and struggling over each other, they hurried wildly 
from that fatal festal hall. As they rushed into the air, 
the room burst into flames. But they dared not look 
behind. With wilder affright they fled, while, at every 
step, came, borne after them on the breeze, the tolling of 
that fearful bell. It palsied their hearts, it smote their 
knees with weakness, it almost took from them their 
breath. At every stroke of that knell some long forgot- 
ten crime rose up to their memories. They paused not 
until they clasped, in supplicating agony, the rails be- 
neath the high altar of the Cathedral. 

« All night that bell, rung by unknown hands, tolled 
on, curdling the blood of the listeners ; and all night the 
shuddering guests prayed and knelt before the crucifix. 
When morning dawned, the bishop, preceded by the 
relics, and followed by his priests, entered the still smo- 
king hall. They found the body of the Baron charred, 
blackened and mutilated; the face only was untouched 
by fire. But on that countenance rested an expression 
of fierce and utter agony, such as haunted the dreams of 
those who saw it to the grave. From that fearful night 
the Baron’s bell has never been known to toll, nor could 
a thousand men move it in its bed-of solid masonry.” 


ENCHANTMENT. 


BY EDWARD J. PORTER. 


No master of the hidden spell has twined * 
His trembling, mystic wreaths around my brow, 
Whose leaficts sparkled "neath the moonlight glow, 
With the bright, fearful dower ’t was their’s to bind 
No sister wierd, in her wild raving hour 
Of inspiration, deeply breathed upon,— 
When first her gleams of light from heaven are won— 
This lonely soul, her words of hushing power ; 
And yet above, around my spirit lies : 
A sparkling chain I may not e’er remove, 
Twined, gentle one! by those soft gleaming eyes, 
And riveted by gentler smiles of love , 
From thy fair cheeks ; but oh, ’tis bliss to pine 
In chains so sweet, so exquisite as thine! 
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HERBERT MORDAUNT. 
BY GEORGE HAYDN. 


Skill, or prudence in availing ourselves of our natural 
talents and advantages, will compel favor and patronage, 
even where it is held from prejudice or ignorance. 

— Scott's Antiquary. 

“ We tt, Herbert, I have seen Mr. Baldwin this morn- 
ing, and he says that one of his students has lately 
qualified, and he shall expect you in a few days to 
supply the vacancy,” said Mr. Mordaunt, one of the 
most opulent citizens of New York to his son, a young 
man about twenty years of age, who sat twirling a light 
summer hat on his hand with an air of negligence, that 
evinced how utterly indifferent he was, to the princely 
display of wealth around him. 

“If such are his expectations, I must say that he will 
be sadly disappointed,” said Herbert Mordaunt. 

“You will have a delightful time of it, as there will 
be five students besides yourself, all of them sons of the 
wealthiest men in the city,” pursued Mr. Mordaunt, 
seemingly inattentive to the reply of his son. 

“T doubt not, that I should find their companionship 
highly agreeable, nevertheless I must debar myself of 
that pleasure; for (although it sorely afflicts me to 
thwart your wishes) a professional man I can never be!” 

“ Why, what particular objections can you have, to 
being esteemed one of so numerous and respectable a 
class of men—a class for whom your brother Felix there, 
whom the ladies already begin to recognise as Dr. Mor- 
daunt, has ever shown such a decided preference ?”’ said 
Mr. Mordaunt, pointing to a sofa, on the side of which 
rested. an extremely delicate hand, which an observer 
could scarcely have failed mistaking for that of one of 
the gentler sex, had not a side-long glance at the per- 
son’s stolid features, as he lay supine on the elastic 
couch, proved him to have been the beau ideal of a 
whiskered dandy. 

“ Simply because my calling leads me another way,” 
replied Herbert Mordaunt. 

“ Then it is not on account of any prejudice against 
the profession ?” 

“ No, sir! for had I a turn that way, I would not hesi- 
tate to study a profession.” 

“ Ah, well! doubtless then you will waive this frivo- 
lous objection in consideration of a life of ease, and a 
yearly income of five thousand dollars—come, that’s a 
temptation not easily to be got over—only reflect on it 
now, five thousand a year.” 

“ Never !”” said Herbert Mordaunt firmly, yet respect- 
fully ; “ for was I to engage in @ profession from which 
I could derive no pleasure, I should become, instead of 
a useful member, a drone to that commfnity, in which 
an all-wise Providence has allotted us our respective 
stations.” 











« And pray what may be this vocation, for which you 
would exchange a professional life, and the many ad- 
vantages attendant upon it?” asked Mr. Mordaunt. 

“The cabinet-making business, for which you must 
be aware I have ever, even from childhood, evinced a 
considerable talent.” 

“Great God! and shall it be said that a child of mine 
is a mechanic? that one of my family earns a livelihood 
by the sweat of his brow? No--no! sooner would I 
see him hugged in the cold embrace of death !” 

«“ What! a mechanic, Herbert? oh! fie, fie for shame!” 
shrieked the horror-stricken Mrs. Mordaunt—whilst the 
lip of the supercilious student of medicine, curled with 
a bitter sneer of contempt. 

“ Why this inveteracy against the mechanics, father? 
Is it not among them we find the brightest gems of so- 
ciety? Are they not the pillars, on which rests that 
magnificent edifice—our Republic ?” said Herbert Mor- 
daunt, who seemed less likely to yield to the united 
efforts of his parents, to banish from his mind the idea 
of becoming a mechanic, than resolutely to combat them. 

“Marry, you are truly eloquent in praise of these 
ignorant and unpolished beings—a class with whom no 
one of standing should associate, and whose ranks, give 
the penetentiary but its due, would be reduced to one 
half their number.” 

A flush of indignation passed over the countenance of 
Herbert Mordaunt, and his eyes sparkled with more than 
their wonted brilliancy ; but he suppressed the tart reply 
that rose to his lips, and said in a deferential tone— 

“The trades, I expect, like the professions, are not 
without their unprincipled members; but I shall endeavor 
to avoid these, and keep company with the more honest 
ones.” 

“Ah! Herbert! little did I imagine when I was ex- 
pending hundreds, aye, thousands in educating you, that 
I should be thus recompensed.” 

“Tam aware, father, that there is a heavy debt due 
you on that score, and sincerely hope (however impro- 
bable it may at present seem) that circumstances will 
enable me at some future period to discharge it.” 

“Come, come, Herbert! do away with this foolish 
idea of yours, and go down to Mr. Baldwin’s this even- 
ing, and inform him that you will be prepared in a week 
or ten days, at farthest, to commence your studies— 
otherwise I shall be compelled to annul my will, (which 
you know I have by me,) and cut you off without a 
dollar,” said Mr. Mordaunt, who thought his son’s reply 
savoured somewhat of relenting. , 

“Touching a professional life it is needless for me to 
speak, as you already know my mind on that point, and 
as to your fortune I ask not a farthing of it; for I am 
convinced, if I*have not overrated my abilities, that I 
shall be able to maintain myself in competent indepen- 
dence.” 
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“ And you still persist in the determination of beco- 
ming a cabinet-maker ?”’ 

“ Yes, sir.” 

The violent passions which had been long gathering 
within, now burst forth with the uncurbed vehemence of 
a tornado, and striking the centre-table with a force that 
threatened to shiver it to fi nts, Mr. Mordaunt 
exclaimed— by 

«“ Then, by heavens! you shall seek a home elsewhere, 
for I henceforward renounce you—Begone, and forget 
that you have a parent in existence !” 

Too thoroughly acquainted with his father’s fiery 
temperament, not to know that further delay would but 
engender harsher words, and excite to a higher pitch his 
ungovernable rage, Herbert Mordaunt rose from his seat 
and advanced to receive the parting embrace of Mrs. 
Mordaunt; but she—she who had watched over his 
infancy with all the tender solicitude which a mother 
can possibly feel for her offspring—allowing the false 
pride-of the world to gain the mastery over maternal 
feelings, waved him off, and pointed significantly to the 
door. Finding now the entire household highly incensed 
against him, because of the resolution he had formed to 
follow a Vocation, for which he felt an inward conviction, 
he possessed a fine natural talent, Herbert Mordaunt 
dashed away the tear that glistened on his eye-lash, and 
left his father’s home in silence and in sorrow. 

Notwithstanding he had been cradled in the lap of 
affluence, Herbert Mordaunt happily had not imbibed 
those little prejudices, which-parents of the wealthier 
order—by ridiculing the awkward manner and inaccu- 
racy of speech of the poorer class, under color of training 
their children in the rules of gentility—but too often 
manage to instil into their minds, and which eventually 
imbitter their feelings, and bring them to look with aver- 
sion upon a mechanic, however meritorious he might 
be. Thrown on his own resources, to shape a course 
for himself through the world, Herbert Mordaunt no 
sooner found himself in the street, than he bent his steps 
toward Mr. Daley’s, a skilful cabinet-maker, in whose 
shop his latent genius had first developed itself, when, 
while yet a mere child, he was in the habit of stealing 
off from his comrades, to bend with all the intenseness 
of soul over such articles as the good-natured journey- 
men would place in his hands, to quiet his importuni- 
ties, and reward his seeming industry. Arrived at Mr. 
Daley’s, he engaged to serve a three-years’ apprenticeship 
under him, and in accordance with that worthy gentle- 
man’s wishes, immediately entered upon the duties of 
his occupation. Thus in the space of a few hours was 
Herbert Mordaunt transformed from a dashing young 
gallant, apparelled in the height of the fashion, to a cabi- 
net-maker’s sober apprentice, decked in the coarse habili- 
ments of the laboring class. 

So rapid was Herbert Mordaunt’s progress, that at 
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the expiration of six months, he far excelled every 
apprentice in the shop, and yielded the palm to the 
journeymen only in the nicest and more difficult 
branches of the trade. Stimulated by his extraordi- 
nary advancement, which far exceeded what his most 
sanguine hopes had led him to anticipate, he now 
applied himself with renewed ardor, and at the end of 
a twelvemonth was aéeounted the best workman in the 
shop. 

Daley’s work now began to acquire a much higher 
repute than it heretofore ever had, and ere another six 
months rolled round, was sought after with avidity by 
the whole city. Orders without number for sideboards, 
scrutoires, ottomans, sofas, and numerous other etceteras 
of a similar nature, poured into the shop. ‘To meet this 
flood of custom, all Herbert Mordaunt’s energy was 
called into active operation; and from early dawn till 


long after the whole city had sank to repose at night, | 


he sedulously toiled at his bench. Nothing that skill 
or assiduity could accomplish, was left undone. These 
disinterested exertions to advantage his welfare, did not 
pass unheeded by the kind-hearted Mr. Daley, for when 
two years had passed away, he generously released Her- 
bert Mordaunt from the remainder of his apprenticeship, 
and offered to take him in as a partner; but this he 
declined, proposing to retire to one of the flourishing 
inland towns in that state, where he set up business on 
his own footing. 

In the populous town which he had pitched upon, as 
the place of his future abode, Herbert Mordaunt’s honest 
countenance and frank manners won the good-will of 
the public, and he had soon work sufficient in his shop 
to keep him steadily engaged. Every mouth was loud 
in praise of the extraordinary young artificer; the men 
spoke of his exemplary habits and close application to 
business, and the ladies (who ate invariably more zealous 
than the other sex, in whatever they undertake) vowed 
they would each order a toilet, a workstand, or some 
such article, were it but for the sake of getting a look at 
his handsome face—whilst his exquisite workmanship 
was a source of admiration for all. 

In a little time his custom incyeased so rapidly that he 
was forced to employ several journeymen to assist him 
in his labors, and even then it was with much difficuity 
he could satisfy the eager demand of the people for his 
work. The second year, the fame of his skill having 
been trumpeted abroad, he did a still more extensive 
business; and was now acknowledged by all to be 
decidedly the most steady, diligent, and skilful mechanic 
in the town, and one not likely to squander the fortune 
which he was evidently realising. It was the third year 
after Herbert Mordaunt had left his native city, to seek 
a home among strangers, that Mr. Allenwood, one among 
the most respectable men in the town, called at his shop 
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haired girl, who leant fondly upon his arm. No sooner 
! had Herbert Mordaunt encountered the mild glance of 
! the latter, than the quenchless fire of love was kindled 

within his bosom. Yes, reader, Herbert Mordaunt was 

fascinated with the playful smile and damask cheek of a 

girl, whom he had then, for the first time seen. His 

heart thrilled with emotions hitherto unknown to it, as 
| he stole timid glances at her countenance, in the artless 
| expression of which, innocence and intelligence seemed 
| struggling for the mastery. It seemed as if he could not 
sufficiently admire her bright laughing eyes, and he was 
convinced, as he watched her graceful attitudes, as she 
stood admiring the elegance of the different objects 
around her, that he had never beheld half so perfect a 
form as that of the beautiful and accomplished Theresa 
Allenwood. 

Before leaving the shop Mr. Allenwood, whose keen 
perception could detect under the garb of a mechanic, 
the bearing of a gentleman, gave Herbert Mordaunt a 
kirid and pressing invitation to visit him, which he 
assured him he would not fail to do. A few days after- 
ward he accordingly called upon Mr. Allenwood, who 
occupied a neat yet small dwelling on the suburbs of 
the town; for his income—although it yielded a plain 
and very comfortable support for himself and niece, 
enabling them to dress in a style beseeming the high 
station which they filled in society—was too limited to 
admit of his taking a larger and more elegant house. 
Mr. Allenwood he found to be a strong-minded, jovial 
old bachelor, who had read much, travelled much, and 
was possessed of a thorough practical knowledge of men 
and their ways, which he had gained by a long inter- 
course with the world. 

When courteously questioned during his visit by 
Mr. Allenwood respecting his birth-place and family, 
Herbert Mordaunt—aware that an attempt at concealment 
would but create embarrassment on his part, and proba- 
bly beget unfavorable suspicions in the mind of Mr. 
Allenwood—frankly revealed the estrangement that 
existed between his parents and himself, with the cir- 
cumstances attending it; and was happy to learn that 
the course he had pursued was highly approved of by 
him. He also flattered himself by the kindling of Teresa 
Allenwood’s dark and voluptuous eyes, that if she was 
less forward in expressing it, she was by no means less 
warm in her approbation thereof than her uncle. 

Before two weeks had elapsed, Herbert Mordaunt 
again called upon Mr. Allenwood, at whose house he 
became in course of time a constant visiter. The more 
he knew of Teresa Allenwood, the higher he learnt to 
appreciate her amiable qualities; every succeeding visit 
served to bring to light some new and valuable trait in 
her character, which on the previous oné he had judged 
faultless, The frequency of his visits at length removed, 





to purchase a workstand for his nieve, a sweet auburn- | as it were, the screen of reserve—through which her 
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attractions had partially shone—from before her; and 
she stood forth a blushing, merry-hearted maiden, free 
from all ill-timed prudery, and with great good-nature, a 
well cultivated mind, and rich vein of wit, which she 
was ever ready to apply to a good effect. He was now 
on terms of great intimacy with her; he read with her, 
and accompanied her on the piano with his rich, manly 
voice; and often when Mr. Allenwood was confined to 
his room with an attack of the gout, a complaint with 
which he was much afflicted, would call for her on 
Sundays, and attend her to church. It was‘on one of 
these occasions that he poured into her ear his eager 
tale of love, and wrung from her the acknowledgment 
that his passion was ardently returned. A few weeks 
afterward, with the consent of Mr. Allenwood,-they 
were united. 


It was about two years after his marriage that Herbert | 
Mordaunt was seated in a comfortably, and even ele- | 
gantly furnished room of a private dwelling, situated in | 


the most fashionable part of the town. Opposite him 
sat his happy Teresa, blooming as ever, but somewhat 
more staid and matronly; whilst between them on the 
carpet, lay a lovely chesnut-haired child, which alter- 
nately caressed a pet kitten that it hugged closely in its 
arms, and held up its plump little hands to shield its 
fair brow from the heat of the fire that blazed cheerfully 
in the grate; for it was a chill November day, and the 
wintry wind howled around the corners of the house, 
and down the chimney-flue. 

“ Yes, dear! to-morrow we will start for New York, 


and once there we will not leave till we have brought. 


about the long-desired reconciliation between you and 
your parents,” said Mrs. Mordaunt, resuming the con- 
versation which had been broken off to observe the 
playful mood of the child. 

“You appear very sanguine, Teresa, but I very 
much fear that our dearest hopes will be dashed to the 
ground—that we shall find them inexorable; for once 
during my apprenticeship I called at their door, but was 
refused admission; and since my residence here I have 
repeatedly written to them, but each time have my letters 
been returned unopened,” replied Herbert Mordaunt. 

“Surely when they come to hear how well you have 
prospered at your trade, and once set eyes on our dear 
little Charley, whom we have called after your father, 
and whose smiling face will plead eloquently in your 
behalf, surely then they will not—they cannot refuse 
to receive you again into favor,” said the artless Mrs. 
Mordaunt. 


“TI sincerely hope it may be so, Teresa, but never- 
theless I have my misgivings.” 

“ Your mother, at least, whose enviable disposition I 
have so often heard you speak of in such commendatory 
terras, would receive you with open arms after so long 
an absence.” 

Vou. IL—11 








“She was actuated by the impulse of the moment, 
and very likely would gladly welcome me back; but my 
father is of too proud and stubborn a nature easily to 
retract when once he has eS 

They were here interrupted by a black waiter, wh6 
made his entrance saying—* Massa! berry old gemmen 
at de door supplicate de ams.” » 

“Eh? Bob! a gentleman beggar?” enquired Herbert 
Mordaunt, aware of his waiter’s usual antipathy to that 
class of people. 

“Sartin, Sir! he be not one o’ de wulgar class o’ 
beggin fokes !”’ 

“ Well, Bob! show him into the front-room, and let 
him know that I will attend him in a few minutes; for 
his wants must be very urgent to drive him abroad in 
such weather as this.” 

“ Yes, Massa!” said Bob, leaving the room to do his 
master’s bidding. 





After brushing his hair, and adjusting his cravat, 
Herbert Mordaunt proceeded to the front room, which 


| he had no sooner entered, than exclaiming “Oh, God! 


it is my father!” he sprang forward and caught the old 
man in his arms; and both father and son losing the 
power of utterance in the joy of the meeting, stood 
silently locked in each other’s embrace. As soon as 
the first burst of feelings had subsided, Mr. Mordaunt 
extended his hand to his son, said—“Farewell! my 
boy, my much injured boy ; for the father that dealt so 
harshly with you, now suffers his just punishment, and 
must go sorrowing on his way till the brief space, which 


_intervenes between him and the grave, shall have been 


completed !” 

“Oh! no—no, father, this can never be! you must 
not leave us! stay with us and all that comforts or 
attention can do, you shall have,” said Herbert Mor- 
daunt; and he was warmly seconded by the tears and 
entreaties of Mrs. Mordaunt, whom the unusual] noise 
and sudden exclamation of her husband had now 
brought into the rooni. 

“ Well, Herbert! if you and this kind, forgiving 
angel,” drawing Mrs. Mordaunt, who held him by the 
hand, to his bosom, “ will have it so, then I must tarry 
with you; but little did I expect that the child whom I 
turned from my door on account of his determination of 
being a mechanic, would become the stay and consoler 
of my old age, whilst my professional son, whom I 
pampered with high notions of family dignity, and 
whose every wish I indulged, reduced me to beggary !” 
said Mr. Mordaunt, and the big drops coursed down his 
cheeks, on which time and care had made sad impres- 
sions. 

As soon as Mr. Mordaunt had regained sufficient self- 
command, and was snugly seated by the fire, with little 
Charley on his knee, he related the history of his mis- 
fortunes, which was briefly as follows :— 
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For the first two years after he had turned Herbert 
Mordaunt from his house, his affairs had gone on pros- 
perously, and his son Felix was all that his heart could 
have wished him. His brilliant talents were a theme of 
conversation for more than one fireside-cigcle, and he 
was generally looked upon by all as a young man 
destined, at some future day, to fill a lofty station in the 
world ; but alas! the germ of self-will had been too early 
engrafted in the young sapling for it ever to become a 
stately monarch of the forest! At the end of two years 
strange and painful rumors of his profligacy and dissi- 
pated habits began to be afloat, and his repeated demands 
for money served to confirm them. Mr. Mordaunt took 
him to task, and censured him for his conduct—not 
with the sternness of decision and severe tone of 
authority which it behoves a parent to assume, when 
reprimanding a child for misconduct, but in e lenient 
manner that tended rather to hasten than to check his 
progress along the high-road to ruin. The tone of 
popular sentiment was now changed, and Dr. Mordaunt 
was no longer spoken of as the young man of splendid 
capacity and great promise, but as the abandoned profli- 
gate, the frequenter of tippling-houses, and the companion 
of vicious and unprincipled gamblers! His former com- 
rades now shunned him as they would a viper, but he 
heeded it not; for vice and debauchery had blunted the 
keen edge of pride—he was completely dead to all sense 
of shame and honor—every generous and noble impulse 
was paralysed within him. His demands for money, 
to squander in scenes of vice and reckless dissipation, 
became at length so frequent and for such heavy amounts, 
that Mr. Mordaunt was awakened to an alarming con- 
sciousness of the rapidity with which his fortune was 
being reduced, and forced, though reluctantly, to deny 
him all further supplies. The parents were now to 
experience a severe retribution for the forbearance they 
had exercised in the tutoring of their child! for when 
Dr. Mordaunt felt the restraint imposed upon his licen- 
tious passions which hitherto had been permitted to pursue 
their wild and reckless race unchecked, he immediately 
forged a check, and drew every dollar of the old man’s 
fortune from the bank, in which he had deposited it. 
The same evening he embarked for England, but the 
packet ship in which he had taken passage was never 
heard of. She must have foundered at sea, and every 
soul on board perished! 

Being deprived of their favorite child, Mr. and Mrs. 
Mordaunt were struck with a sudden consciousness of 
their cruel treatment to their younger son, and would 
have sought him out and asked his forgiveness ; but they 
knew not where to find him, for the postmaster whom 
Mr. Mordaunt had directed always to return his son’s 
letters, as soon as they arrived, had left the city, and 
gone he knew not whither. Abandoning all hope of 
ever again beholding their discarded son, they took a 
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room in an obscure part of the city, where they con- 
tinued for some months to eke out a miserable existence, 
subsisting upon the pittance that remained to them from 
the sale of their splendid house and furniture, which 
their necessities had compelled them to dispose of 
under the hammer. Oppressed by grief and misfortune, 
Mrs. Mordaunt in a short time sank into the grave, 
penitently imploring the forgiveness of Heaven for her 
unnatural conduct toward her son. 

After the death of his wife, Mr. Mordaunt was forced 
either to beg for a support or to become an inmate of 
the alms-house; but too proud to receive charity~at the 
hands of those whom he had once considered his infe- 
riors, and too prejudiced to become the latter, he left the 
scene of his former glory, and with the aid of a few 
dollars which he had scraped together, reached the town 
where Herbert Mordaunt resided. Having arrived the 
evening before, he had that morning set out fully deter- 
mined to attempt the lowly employment of a mendicant 
as the means of gaining a livelihood; and fortunately 
the first door at which he had summoned resolution 
enough to stop was that of the child whom he had 
renounced. Having concluded his narrative, the old 
man again gave vent to the overpowering tumult of his 
feelings in a violent flood of tears. Herbert Mordaunt 
detained his father with him during the remainder of 
his life; and no one to have seen him administering to 
his wants, and endeavoring by every possible care and 
tenderness to soften the winter of his days, would have 
supposed that he had once been driven from that father’s 
door, a friendless outcast on the world. 


LINES TO THE EVENING STAR. 


ILLumin’d Star—bright diamond of the skies, 
That lingerest yet beyond the twilight gray ; 
How oft to thee I turn my longing eyes, 
And think of her I love, far, far away. 


Ofi thee my eyes with chastened pleasure rest 

While burning thoughts course swiftly through my mind ; 
While hopes and fears alternate rule my breast, 

Or Fancy's golden chain my soul doth bind. 


And while with longing, ling’ring, anxious gaze, 
My ardent look, bright star, I fix on thee; 
Doth she I love unto thy trembling blaze, 
Turn her fair eyes and give one thought to me? 


Oh, could my heart be opened to her mind, 
Could she behold her image there enshrined ; 

Or could she know with what devotion true 
Her form is ever treasured in my mind. 


Methinks my constancy her heart would move, 
My suit with kindness she perhaps would hear ; 
And if she could not bless me with her love, 


Would to my memory give, at least, a tear. T. 8. C. 











THE BRIDAL EVE. 
BY HARRIET BOWLES. 
CHAPTER I. 


“ Wuar a magnificent nuptial present !”’ exclaimed 
Mrs. Benton to her daughter, as, on entering the chamber 
of the latter, at Saratoga, they discovered a costly dia- 
mond necklace, with a perfumed note accompanying it, 
“Mr. Wallingford is indeed all that is generous and 
noble !” 

The daughter’s cheek became tinged with crimson, 
though a smile rose to her lip as she contemplated her 
lover's costly gift. At that moment her heart was torn 
by contending emotions; but alas! she knew that she 
could find no sympathy in her distress from her parent. 

Mrs. Benton was a widow, with no child but her 
beautiful daughter. Aspiring, vain, and mercenary, she 
resolved that Isabel should make a brilliant match, and 
for this purpose the mother had brought her daughter 
to the springs, where her loveliness soon rendered Miss 
Benton the belle of the season. Her charms had con- 
quered among others the millionaire of the year, a 
middle aged retired merchant; and, in obedience to her 
mother’s explicit commands, was, on the ensuing day, 
to become the bride of Mr. Wallingford. 

But Isabel, though feeling it to be her duty to obey 
her parent, could not submit to this doom without many 
and painful struggles. A year before she had met and 
loved a young painter, when on a visit to a friend in the 
country ; and though they had not met for many months, 
his memory was still fresh in her heart, and she felt that 
though she might wed the wealthy Mr. Wallingford, 
she could never give him the affection she had already 
bestowed on the poor artist. As the day appointed for 
her union approached, her feelings became more and 
more acute, until now she could have flung herself at 
her mother’s feet and begged to be released from her 
engagement, only that she knew her parent would prove 
inexorable. “ 

“ Alas!” thought Isabel, as her mother left the apart- 
ment, “there is no escape for me from this hateful 
alliance. And yet Mr. Wallingford is all that is noble 
and generous—yet—yet I cannot love him. Oh! Henry,” 
she exclaimed, apostrophizing her absent lover, “ would 
that you were here. But whatdoI say? For months 
he has not written to me, and alas! I cannot conceal 
from myself that I am forgotten. No, it is sinful in me 
thus to think of one who has deserted me. Oh! that 
ever he could forget those dear, dear moments when we 
walked together under the old avenue, while the moon 
simmered down through the leaves, and our hearts beat 
in unison with the music of all nature around us. Oh! 
Henry, dear Henry,” and she clasped her hands, “ that 
ever you should forget those hours.” 
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“ Nor have I forgotten them, dear Isabel !” exclaimed 
a voice beside her, that thrilled every nerve with ecstacy, 
and looking around she perceived her lover, who had 
entered the little parlor unperceived. 

We will not describe the thousand things that were 
said at this meeting. Suffice it to say, they were like 
all lovers’ protestations. But the explanation of Henry 
must be laid before our readers, though a in more suc- 
cinct, and less broken manner, than he gave it. His tale, 
however, even as told by himself, was short. He had 
written, according to promise, to Isabel, but received no 
answer. Again and again he had written, but always 
with the like success, until at length his pride forbade 
him to write again. But his love had survived notwith- 
standing the apparent coldness of Isabel, and having 
incidentally heard that she was at the Springs, he had 
resolved to see her, and learn the worst. 

“Then it was your mother that intercepted your 
letters,” said Henry, when Isabel had, in turn, narrated 
her story—“ and this marriage—oh ! Isabel, dear Isabel, 
can you sacrifice yourself?” 

What need to tell the result. Love ever triumphs, 
and it was arranged that, that night, Isabel should elope 
with her lover. 


CHAPTER Ii. 


Ir was between the hours of two and three o'clock 
on the same night, that Isabel, who could not think of 
sleeping, stole into the little private parlor, that was 

djoining to the chamber of her mother, and not far from 
the apartment occupied by Mr. Wallingford. The posi- 
tion of this parlor rendered it one from which a nocturnal 
flight was not only possible, but easy, for in this parlor 
there was a window out of which you could with ease 
step into the garden, and at the end of that garden was 
one of the leading streets of the town. 

Isabel was seated at a table on which there was a 
small lamp and a tiny watch. The hands of that tiny 
watch seemed to her to be almost fixed, or to move as 
if nothing could induce them to go on to the hour of 
appointment. At first Isabel awaited the hour of ren- 
dezvous without hesitation, and without trembling ; but 
when it was approaching to the hour for the given signal 
with her lover, her duty to her parent recurred to her, 
and she hesitated. Afiection for her mother—for Mrs. 
Benton was still her mother—struggled long with her 
promise to her lover. At length she said, 

“No, I cannot fly. My mother! harsh though you 
may be, I cannot cost you a tear. I will write a noie 
for Henry, telling him I cannot keep my promise with 
him, and to-morrow I will throw myself at my mother’s 
feet and confess all. She will, she mus? relent.” 

Accordingly she took up a pen, and hastily wrote a 
few lines to her lover, at every word blotting the paper 
with her tears. At length exhausted by her emotions 
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she leant back on the sofa to indulge in a fit of weeping. 
Long she wept, but finally nature attained the mastery, 
and like a child, worn out by grief, she sank insensibly 
to sleep. 

The dawn was just- beginning to breakgwhen Mr. 
Wallingford, who chanced to be an early riser, passing 
down the corridor, perceived the door of Mrs. Benton’s 
parlor ajar, with Isabel apparently unconscious on the 
sofa. Alarmed at the sight, he entered; but finding that 
Miss Benton was only asleep, he would have: withdrawn, 
when his eye was attracted by his own name in the 
unfinished note on the table, and led by an ungovernable 
curiosity he read as follows: — 


“Tt is the will of my unhappy destiny, combined with 
the desire of my mother. I must never see you again 
—never more listen to you; never—but why utter the 
word? ‘To-morrow I become the wife of Mr. Walling- 


ford; fly, then, from my sight—it is a sacrifice that I 
appeal to your honor to make——” 


“ Who can this gentleman be? Who is this myste- 
rious lover of whom I have never heard? Alas! I 
fondly dreamed, Isabel, that you loved me, but I see 
now that I have been deceived and that your mother is, 
perhaps, foreing you into a union you ab——” 

His words were cut short by a footfall. It was 
Henry leaping into the window, and Wallingford looked 
around. The rivals gazed at each other an instant, 
nor will we attempt to describe their feelings when they 
found that they were father and son. Their exclama- 
tions of astonishment awoke Isabel, who fainted, while, 
at the same instant, her mother appeared on the scene. 
The insensible girl was borne from the room, and then 
the young. man, flinging himself at his father’s feet, 
exclaimed, 

“My father—my father! I am innocent, pardon me.” 

“ Rise, Sir,” said Mr. Wallingford, “I am no longer 
your father. I am your accuser, and your judge. Why 
have you come to Saratoga ?” 

“It was absolutely necessary for me to do so, Honor 
compelled me to come and see one who—is very dear to 
me.” 

“ Very well; but then you choose to pay your visits to 
this very dear person at moments that are very equivocal 
—at three o’clock in the morning, for instance.” 

“ Father, since you know all, why do you thus ques- 
tion me? Why thus interrogate me ?” 

“Because it is my desire to know the most minute 
details of your love for Miss Isabel Benton.” 

« And wherefore ?” 

« Because she ought to be my wife, and not yours.” 

“Then, Sir, you must know, that it is about six 
months ago, in a stroll through the Susquehanna 
county, whither I went as an artist, and under an 
assumed namie, 1 met this young lady. Why tell the 


result? We loved. I did not reveal my real name, for 
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I wished to be loved for myself, and not as the son of 
the rich Mr. Wallingford. She promised to be mine 
ere parting; and we were to write to each other. But 
our letters were intercepted, and deeming she had proved 
false to me, I resolved to forget her, until last week, when 
hearing incidentally from a friend here, that she was to 
be married—though he did not say to whom—my agony 
drove me hither, to see Isabel, reproach her for her per- 
fidy, and bid her an eternal farewell. Oh! my father 
had I known all, I would have suffered any thing, rather 
than have come hither.” 

“Henry!” said the father, wiping away a tear, “ you 
have conquered. The love of one like me cannot be 
such as that a young man feels. The sacrifice will be 
less to me than to you. Take her, and Ged bless you.” 

The son fell on his father’s shoulder and weeping, 
would have refused the boon, but Mr. Wallingford was 
inexorable, nor would he suffer the ceremony to be 
delayed more than a day—the ample settlement he 
made on his son fully reconciling Mrs. Benton to the 
match. 


THE BROKEN HEARTED. 
BY J. TOMLIN. 


Ou! be not broken-hearted, 
Dear Mary Chevillette ; 

The fondest hearts are parted— 
Sweet Mary Chevillette! 

Sweet days again, like flowers 
That bloom in early May, 

Will come as softest showers 
To wash thy grief away! 


Have you not seen love falter 
Amid its pearly way? 

As flowers are seen to alter, 
And die in sunny May! 

Then be not broken-hearted, 
Dear Mary Chevillette ; 

For fondest hearts are parted— 
Sweet Mary Chevillette! 


The spell of love is broken, 
And wreathed by frozen tears ; 
And love is not a token 
Of happy, happy years! 
Sweet days again like flowers, 
That bloom in early May ; 
Will come like softest showers 
To wash thy grief away! 


Tur wave which commences in the distance, and 
swells as it approaches the shore, may be compared to 
the secret desire of the heart which begins silently and 
softly, but becomes at last irresistible. 











DISTINGUISHED STRANGERS. 
A VERMONT SKETCH. 
BY GERTRUDE GARLAND. 


“I ruoveut I would just come in and tell you 


the news! Mrs. Branch,” said the good-natured Mrs. | 


Thomas, the buxom landlady of “The Lion,” as she 
entered the apartment of one of her boarders—her cheeks 


glowing like the embers, from which, ten minutes before, | 
she had taken the smoking beef-steak—her eyes brighter | 


than her own radiant brittania coffee-pot, and her tongue 
ready to be as social as the chatty sausages she had been 
preparing for the table, “I thought I would just drop in 
and tell you the news !” 

“News! news! Mrs. Thomas, indeed, and what is 
it?” was the quick response of her friend. Now news 
was a great treat to Mrs. Branch, in common with all 
the inhabitants of Laurelville. Enclosed on all sides by 
the Green Mountains—hill rising above hill, with their 
gently rounded top or rock-capped head, some highly 
cultivated to their very summit, and others beautiful 
with wooded sides, and gushing springs, which glancing 


and dancing in the sunbeams, as they passed over their | 


pebbly beds, gave richness and fertility to their borders, 
and vied with the songsters of the forest in the sweetness 
of their music, and adorned with a coronet of brilliants, 
each spray and bending leaf their waters refreshed—this 
little town lay almost hidden from the world, and buried 
in its solitude. The stage-coach passed through it twice 
a week, its ingress and egress announced by the vigorous 
and rapid repetition of the first ten notes of “ Auld Lang 
Syne,” in as loud and harmonious tones as an excellent 
tin trampet could produce, in conjunction with strong 
lungs, good wind, and a willing mind. It was seldom 
the conveyance of a passenger who was to remain, but 
always brought a huge leathern bag, containing a few 
newspapers, and sometimes a letter—always made won- 
derfully secure with its cumbersome lock and chains. 
The arrival of this stage and mail was the event of every 
day on which it occurred, for this, and an occasional 
journey of some of its inhabitants, were all their means 
of communication with the great world. Yet here lived 
a community of several hundred men, women and chil- 
dren—who possessed the means of living among them- 
selves—and rejoiced in their inherited fields, and while 
they labored gave thanks for their freedom and their 
liberty. A district school for children, who under the 


guidance of Miss Prim, shot their first ideas—and an 
Academy, the preceptorship of which had descended 
from Deacon Jones to his son, each in their turn made 
pedagogue by their own wants, and the sovereign will 
of the people, were the means of giving them a good 
substantial education, and a taste for readings This 
taste was satisfied, but not satiated by a travelling 
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circulating library—the privileges of which were shared 
equally with all the neighboring villages. It consisted 
of a huge vehicle, painted bright red, with yellow adern- 
ments—a deor behind, and a comical shaped sky-light 
on its top—and might, at first sight, have been mistaken 
for the pleasure carriage of some mighty beast of the 
forest, who tired of 


| * Treading his native wilds and filling vast solitudes with 


| awe!” 


had commenced the grand tour of the world, bought his 
carriage, hired his guide, and was now leisurely taking 

note of men ard manners; much did- “the library” 

resemble the fancy coaches generally appropriated to 

the accommodation of their visitors. Two little white 

horses that evidently had ribs, and were as pale and 

intellectual looking as the poets of our days—were kept 

in motion by a long, lank, bony man, with an immense 
| whip, which he used sparingly and with gentleness, 
preferring to incite them to fresh zeal and energy by 
continual “haws and gees,” and drawings up of his 
stiff, unshaven lips to an unsightly and 
pucker, and smacking out, what if it had touched a 
fair damsel’s rosy cheek, would have beensa tremen- 
| dously sonorous kiss. The internal arrangement of this 
| establishment consisted of queer little dark cup-boards 
and crannies, for the bestowal of novels, romances, and 
| the nicer sort of books, of alcoves and arches for the 
| substantialities of literature, and of shelves and sliding 

panels for magazines and periodicals, all systematically 
|_arranged on the “ multum in parvo” principle. To the 
| treasures there concealed each family in Laurelville 
could have access, and before it had completed its 
monthly perambulations, have made themselves masters 
of the knowledge it dropped at their doors; then resto- 
ring that to its place with which they had become fami- 
liar, dip again into the fount and take fresh draughts 
from this well of knowledge. With these advantages 
the people of this little town were well informed, some- 
what familiar with other nations and countries—intelli- 
gent and substantially educated. ‘They knew more of 
daily domestic duties than of fashions—more of farming 
than of high life. Generally satisfied with their regular 
course of labor and enjoyment, with their home comforts 
and fire-side enjoyments ; had they not yet had a modest 
inquisitiveness concerning, and an innate fondness for, 
what they knew so little of, they could hardly as Ame- 
ricans have claimed kindred with us. A piece of news 
was to them more precious than gold, though that they 
did not despise—it was the “open sesame” to all ears 
and hearts, and its possessor had, for the time, a talisman 
which made him a welcome visitor to all circles, and 
gave him an honored place at every fire-side. Mrs. 
Thomas’ news was no less than that the English family 
| had arrived, and, that until their house was ready, they 
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would take apartments at “the Lion.” In concluding 


A 


LADY'S 


with the usual English oath, so well known on the 
European continent, and the knowledge of which is 





her harangue (the substance of which, we beg her p 
for giving in our own words, as being more concise) as 
to what Mr, Smithe said, and what Mrs. Smithe wore 
—as to how the Misses Smithe were quite #andsome— 
as to how young Mr. Smithe was no better looking, nor 
quite so good as her Joe—as to the little girl being ten 
years old, or-thereabouts—as to their bringing nine 
trunks and chests, but mostly chesis—and as to their 
eating breakfast now in the “Paul and Virginia room,” 
(a designation it took from the paper on its walls)— 
Mrs. Thomas started from her seat, but stopping half 
way between it and the door, with one arm a-kimbo, 
she exclaimed, 

“There’s that bell again. Jane must have forgotten 
them dough-nuts, or else the mince-pie. I do say, folks 
little knows what an undergoment ’tis to keep tavern, 
says J, to Mr. Thomas last evening, says I, no it wasn’t, 
says he to me, says he, I’m so tired that my bones ache 
to such a dgree, says I, so do mine—and this morning I 
had a master kind of an aspen trembling—I couldn ’t 
get no better of it till I ate my breakfast. Them buck- 
wheats was nice, wasn’t they, Miss Branch? I made 
them with patent yeast—Mr. Thomas says to me, says 
he, ‘ Lucy they be despite nice’—there’s that bell again 
—now I must go and tell Miss Smithe to eat hearty!” 
Away she went “on hospitable thoughts intent.” Their 
wishes were heard with attention, their wants cheerfully 
mdantly supplied; for it was not our good land- 


and 
lady’s fault or virtue, to be economical in feeding herself 
or her boarders, and they parted mutually pleased ; they 
with her open-handed, free-hearted bountifulness ; and 
she with the inward feeling of “what a comfort ’tis to 
get up victuals for English folks, they relished them so 


amazing.” While they were discussing their breakfast, 
Mrs. Thomas just slipped into the other lady-boarders 
rooms, and in less than an hour had no less than four 
able fellow laborers in her mission, their common object 
being to enlighten the little town of Laurelville, as to 
the arrival of the English family. Let me be employed 
in the same benevolent manner, and give all the infor- 
mation relative to the Smithes’, which was current among 
the villagers at the time of their arrival. 

Two weeks previous to that event, the stage had 
brought and left a man stout and portly-dressed in gar- 
ments, not made exactly after the fashion of those worn 
in Laurelville, and wrapped in such a quantity of over- 
coats, cloaks, comforters and tippets, that who was he! 
was an undecided query in the minds of the bystanders. 
Mr. Thomas, as he took his carpet-bag into the house, 
gained all the information that a card attached to it 
could give, “I. Smithe, Birmingham, England.” It was 
sufficient for himself and his friends, to whom it was 
immediately communicated for the present. The tra- 
veller entered, looked round, called for a glass of brandy, 





so rapidly increasing in our own, drew nearer the fire, 
warmed his feet, and then remarked with the air and 
importance of one who speaks truth, that “it was a 
clever day.” His being an Englishman, had so over- 
powered our worthy host that his only reply was, “ well, 
I guess it is’—and he then threw another arm full of 
wood on the already heaped fire. This, with a second 
glass of brandy, seemed to warm the gentleman, for he 
proceeded to take a sock, a leggin, an over-stocking, first 
from one moiety of his understanding, then the other— 
then divesting his outer man of all superfluous clothing, 
he stood before them a stout, ruddy little Englishman, 
dressed in a blue coat and short clothes, a yellow vest, 
a red silk neckerchief, white long stockings, and shoes 
with shining buckles. The same benign influence which 
had exhibited itself externally, seemed to have touched 
the springs of intellectuality : Vermonters and Yankees, 
in their thirst for knowledge, and their skill in acquiring 
it—but these were lost upon our traveller, who was as 
ready to talk under the potent influence of brandy and 
warmth united, as those around him were to hear. He 
told them he was an Englishman—that they knew before 
—that his name was Smithe—that they knew too, only 
the long i was a novelty—that he formerly lived in Bir- 
mingham—did they know that? Ah! that tale-telling 
card, that he had for the last year been living in Canada, 
and had sent his daughters to the States to school; they 
had become acquainted with a widow Holladay, who 
owned a farm about half a mile west of Laurelville, she 
wished to sell it, and he had come to give it a look. He 
did give it a look, an approving one, and in less than 
three days, the fact of the Englishman having bought 
the Holladay farm for three thousand five hundred dol- 
lars, house and all, was generally established. He then 
disappeared, and the excitement of his coming was dying 
away, when his re-appearance, with his family, kindled 
up a new flame from its smouldering ashes, and sent the 
incense of gossip into every family. 

Any new family coming into a small town is a cir- 
cumstance, an event, an epoch, but an English family, 
real “living, live” English, with a rich old man for its 
head, (he must be rich, or he would have considered 
longer before he bought the farm; your Vermonters 
never change three thousand five hundred dollars for 
any thing, without a six months considering,) a nice 
elderly lady, for the elderly ladies to visit and drink tea 
with—with grown up daughters for the young men to 
fiirt with—with a grown up young man for the giils 
to fall in love with, and a little girl for all to pet and 
fondle, and be the stepping-stone to an acquaintance 
with the others—it would have been unnatural had 
not the people of Laurelville congratulated themselves 
and each other on this accession to their society. ‘The 
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bar-room of the little public house had many loungers 
that day; and Mrs. Thomas many calls to answer en- 
quiries and make speculations as to all the incidents, 
events and circumstances, past, present and future, of 
the Smithe family, became both her’s, and her worthy 
husband’s business and pleasure. 

But the sun did not stand still—neither did old Father 
Time stop in Laurelville to see the “ English folks,” for 
the days flew past with the quickened speed which an 
object of interest always lends to them—each morning 
bringing to light some circumstance in the Smithe move- 
ments, and each evening bearing full testimony that they 
had done something that day. If they staid at home 
people wondered what they could be about, and thought 
they must be proud to keep so private—if they sallied 
out, the boys stopped in their game of leap-frog on the 
green, made their awkward bows, and were then at 
liberty to stare—girls dropped their little acts of courte- 
sies, with blushing faces, and ran home to say that they 
had seen the ladies—labor was suspended while they 
were in sight—the wood-choppers axe fell and was not 
raised again—the incessant hammering at the tinmans’ 
ceased—the grocer did not watch the scales and catch 
the precise moment when the sugar balanced the weight 
—the merchants’ clerks threw themselves into attitudes 
—and little cracks in -window-shutters, and curtains 
slightly drawn, testified to female curiosity. But the 
week passed on, and the inquiry arose “where would 
the Smithe’s go to meeting?” Neither their host or 
hostess could tell—they had not the trouble of asking, 
for the Englishman himself came to the bar on Saturday 
evening to make the proper inquiries. 

He heard that the white church was Congregational 
—that the Baptist bad a meeting in the school-house— 
that the Academy was used by the Methodists, and that 
once in a month a Catholic priest came from Canada to 
preach at Mrs. Burbanks, who was a Catholic. 

“No Established church then, sir? another glass of 
your excellent brandy, Mr. Thomas.” 

“ Well, we think the Congregational is pretty well 
established, sir. Mr. Lovegood has been here nigh upon 
twenty years,” was the reply Mr. Smithe received. 

“Mr. Smithe means no Episcopal Church, Mr. 
Thomas, no, sir! we have none as yet, but with your 
efficient aid, I trust, we may have one before long,” 
chimed in the obsequious lawyer, who was standing 
near—he was educated at a college, and by common 
consent was the standard of elegance and knowledge of 
the village. “1 shall be happy to seat yourself -and 
family, sir,” he continued, “and to have you call at my 
office at any time, sir,’ and out came a little fillagree 
card-case, and in less than no time was_a card, with 
“John Brown, Esq.” upon it, thrust in Mr. Smithe’s 
face. The Englishman had not concluded» his bows 
and other demonstrations of thankfulness, when Squire 
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Brown, taking the little card from his hand, bent three 
of the corners slightly down, and returning it, said, “ my 
compliments to the ladies, sir, 1 shall be happy to wait 
upon them, and show them our town, and its public 
buildings.” 

“Thank you, sir, thank you,” was the reply of Mr. 
Smithe, as he made as rapid a retreat as if that English- 
man’s horror, a Frenchman, had been at his heels. His 
departing footsteps had hardly ceased to be heard as he 
crossed the yellow painted floor of the entry—when a 
coarse, good-humored, red faced man, turning to Mr. 
Brown, said, 

“ Well, now, Squire, I spose you’ve done just about 
the completest thing—but I want to ask, what in nater 
you intended by spoiling your paste-board, and breaking 
most off them little cat-e-corner pieces ?” 

«Mr. Colonel Grimes—do you ask what I meant? 
Why, sir, in polite society, a card so bent, signifies that 
it is intended for more than one person. Mr. Smithe 
knew if you did not!’ 

“Now I like that, Squire,” was the reply, “for it 
must be a great saving of your cards”—and the laugh 
went round at the. lawyers expense, for with all his 
elegance, the lawyer was one of the scrimping and 
saving sort of men. Mr. Thomas, ever well disposed, 
tried to turn the conversation by asking him what build- 
ings he would show the ladies? But Mr. Brown was 
sulky,and Colonel Grimes again volunteered his opinion. 

“He’ll show them the meeting-us, Mr. ‘Thomas, the 
court-us—the school-us—the big hole old Andrus dug 


_ for gold—the grave-yard, and Jenkins big dog!” and 


then the laugh became so general that the discomfited 
man of law made his exit unobserved. It being ascer- 
tained that he was gone, his character was the next 
subject of discussion, and Colonel Grimes’s animosity 
was explained, by his allusion to Mr. Brown having 
unmercifully cheated him, in a business transaction—an 
account of which he gave in full—and added to his 
remerks, “that Squire Brown would get bit himself 
some day or nuther, for every body wasn’t so good- 
natured and forgetible as he was.” 

“John Brown, Esq.,” went to the Congregational 
Church, and was greatly envied as he marched up the 
aisle, the next morning, with Mrs. Smithe leaning on 
his arm, the Misses Smithe following—Mr. Smithe and 
the little girl bringing her doll, still farther behind, and 
Mr. Smithe, Jun., in the rear. All eyes were levelled at 
them, all necks were stretched and heads turned. Some 
little delay was occasioned by Mrs. Smithe in her haste 
to perform the formula of devotion, so appropriately 
and beautifully prescribed in the ritual of the Episcopal 
Church. She dropped on her knees so near the door 
that those following were obliged to wait the termina- 
tion of her private supplication—a termination speedily 
effected by John Brown's efforts to raise her, supposing 
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she had fainted. This delay gave sufficient time for the 
whole group to be scanned, criticised and admired by 
the lookers on. Even worthy Mr. Lovegood was 
long in arranging his hymn-book and bible satisfac- 
torily that morning. The prayers, hymns#nd sermon 
might all have been omitted, for the “ English family” 
was a text which had sufficient division naturally arising 
from the subject, to engross the attention of all. We 
never heard of any improvement made of the subject, 
except that of old aunt Betty Larkin’s, who thought 
“it was as good as a sarment on Vanity to see all them 
rattle-traps and fol-de-rols the English folks wore.” 
Before the next Sabbath they were safely fixed in 
their own house, and had received the welcomes of most 
of their townsmen and townswomen personally. Mrs. 
Smithe was ascertained to be a very genteel lady—true, 
she was dressed in a calico short gown and maroon 
colored flannel petticoat, when Mrs. Burbanks called, 
but it must be English full dress, for at the same time 
she had a velvet turban, trimmed with yellow lace upon 
her head—her little grey curls peeping out from its 
front and sides, greatly augmenting the effect of her 
blowsy face, and little inquisitive nose! The Miss 
Smithes’ were pronounced “lovely” by the ladies, and 
“slick” by the men—social, pleasant girls they were, 
but models of would-be fine ladies—slouching and care- 
less in their morning attire, with soiled caps covering 
multitudes of little imprisoned curls—in the afternoon 
be-ruffled and be-curled ready for visitors. Miss Har- 
riet, the eldest, was sentimental and poetical—she went 
into raptures over the wild, mountainous scenery of 
Vermont, and in the next breath spoke of her dear 
native land, and early friends. Miss Curoline was 
more desirous of pleasing, and if the truth must be 
told, had set her heart too firmly upon making a set- 
tlement in the new country to remember much of that 
of her birth—she was the more agreeable of the two. 
Young Mr. Smithe was never seen, and might more 
often be found in the kitchen than parlor, still more 
often in the stable than either. The old gentleman 
was jolly and friendly as any one could desire, had a 
word for every body, patronised all the merchants and 
grocers—bought all the spare stock of the farmers with- 
out asking the prices until it was his—and all their 
extra corn and potatoes. From the old man to the 
little girl, whom Miss Prim extolled as a pattern of 
perfection, and asserted boldly that “she was the 
sweetest child—English hair did curl so lovely”—the 
English family were the fashion. The editor of the 
“ Laurelville Green Mountain Banner” felicitated him- 
self and his readers in a congratulatory paragraph upon 
the arrival of distinguished strangers from the Mother- 
land—the merchants had British calicoes, and cottons, 
and Manchester and Birmingham sheetings and shirt- 
ings upon their counters. Mr. Lovegood preached a 





sermon apologising for the coming over of the Puritans, 
and the American struggle for liberty. School-master 
Jones delivered a lecture before the “ young men’s and 
women’s lyceum,” on England and her prospects. The 
shoe-maker, Mr. Pegg, advertised “English ties and 
buskins for ladies.”” Shaver, the barber, who eked out 
his income by appropriating one window of his little 
shop on the corner to the exhibition of confectionary, 
tapes, and black-ball for sale, went to the expense of a 
sheet of paste-board to make a special sign for “ English 
walnuts.” The Harmony Band learned to play “God 
save the King.” The “Female Education Society” 
was changed in name and object—and was known as 
“the society for the amelioration of the condition of 
factory children in Great Britain.” ‘The English or 
rather Smithe mode of dress was adopted generally. 
Turkies and chickens became “ pheasants,” and poultry 
yards “preserves.” H’s went out of fashion in the 
right places, and were added where they did not belong 
—’ot ’am and heggs became a fashionable dish to speak 
of as it gave one an opportunity of practising the (/ /) 
out. Under the Smithe dynasty, Holladay farm became 
Smithe Park—its stone walls and root fences were 
demolished—the rows of maples were cut down, and 
little clumps of oak and elm substituted—the straight 
walk to the front door was made to wind and double 
itself—the little pond, where the cows had been watered 
for years, was converted into an ornamented lake, and 
called by Miss Harriet “Ulstan water”—the grinning 
knocker, which in the Holladay times had lost its fearful 
expression in its lustre, was taken down, and a bell pull 
substituted. What the Smithe’s termed their “coat of 
h-arms” was placed over the front-door—a picture 
of two nondescript animals facing each other—soime 
crooked lines and one straight one—it passed the com- 
prehension of the inhabitants of Laurelville, nor was it 
made more clear by John Brown’s kindly but conde- 
scending explanation that it was “a couchant and a 
rampant.” Within doors a8 many alterations had been 
made before the spring—English carpets, English chairs 
and tables, an English sofa, and the wonder of the 
inhabitants of Laurelville, an English piano, for the 
Miss Smithes’ were musical, were its furniture—English 
prints, books, and some little china toys, were its orna- 
ments. The beautiful month of May brought with it 
one more change—the hiring of a young man to preach 
(in the room, made vacant by the Baptists building a 
new church or barn,) and to read prayers with a black 
silk gown and white bands on—this was effected by the 
united exertions of Mr. Smithe and John Brown’s elo- 
quence. The attraction proved sufficient to collect a 
comfortably large congregation—for the girls went to 
see the young and handsome minister, and the young 
men went to see the girls. 

Ail these changes, we repeat, had not been made in a 
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day, for the green leaves were on the trees, and the 
verdant grass was gay in its summer attire before they 
were completed. Laborers were plenty, and the spring 
planting being over, Mr. Smithe gave them an English 
féte—an ox was roasted, and beer and ale were briskly 
circulated. Popular with all classes, the glory of the 
Englishman was at its height. Mrs. Smithe was pro- 
nounced the most notable of house-keepers, and her 
butter and cheese became the country’s talk—the young 
ladies went on their course entertaining with music and 
conversation all who would come and listen, and accept- 
ing all the civilities so abundantly offered them. They 
promptly returned their calls—they visited and made 
themselves egreeable, talking of London and Birming- 
ham—they walked and talked—they rambled and chat- 
ted—they rode horse-back, with Tartan shawls pinned 
about their waists, and falling in long but scanty drapery, 
and little nine-~penny chuck hats on their heads. Their 
steeds—not fiery Arabs—but good ploughing horses, 
with considerable ability in walking, and excellent trot- 
ters, but knew no other gait—were dignified by the 
names of Bucephalus and Mazeppa. Not a swain but 
fell captive to English charms—but it was John Brown’s 
fortune to be the favored one—he, upon whose educated 
heart, rosy cheeked, bright-eyed damsels had failed to 
make an impression, became the accepted of Miss Caro- 
lize Smithe—and as he inwardly thought, possessor of a 
handsome fortune—as she expressed it “their troth was 
plighted.” The charming Miss ’Arriet’s ’eart was now 
the besieged citadel—she sentimentalised, flirted and 
played with all—but upon the consummation of her 
sister’s felicity, smiled so sweetly upon Mr. Simpson, a 
widower*of six months standing, with a fine fumily of 
children and a pleasant house, that it was supposed he 
would be the happy man. No! alas for him, for in her 
pitying and sympathising refusal of his offer, she more 
than intimated “that” her h-affections had long been 
placed upon a member of the royal family—it was a 
mutual h-attachment that though h-opposite and h-ad- 
verse circumstances had combined to separate them, she 

t trusted to give her ’and where she had bestowed her 

art. The fair lady was not the less sought, after this 
intimation, for to be the husband of one who had been 
beloved by a duke, a lord, a prince, or perhaps by the 
king himself, was worthy of. an effort. 

August came, and with it a slight diminution of in- 
terest in the Smithe family. An announcement that 
board might be obtained there aroused Mrs. Thomas of 
“the Lion,” and in her angry astonishment she gave 
utterance to the wish, “that if the Englishmen were 
going to mind their business they would pay them their 
dues.” Colonel Grimes called for the setflement of a 
bill due to him, and not effecting his object, remarked 
that he guessed “ Englishmen were just about as good 
now as they were when old Ethan Allen whipped 
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them.” As winter approached, Miss Harriet,on account 
of her loveliness, now that Mrs. Brown had left them, 
proposed opening a school for young Misses—Miss 
Prim immediately discovered that she liked English 
curls better than English manners—and intimated that 
she thought it would be “as well to pay for Amy’s 
tuition as to take away her lawful rights”--rights she 
had maintained so many years. Notwithstanding these 
beginnings of murmur, the Smithes’ had boarders, and 
Miss Harriet had scholars—the scholars soon left, they 
did not like English teaching—the boarders~ fellowed 
their example, they did not like English eating. Not 
long after this Mr. Smithe was seen about night-fall, 
staggering to his barn, and vainly endeavoring to feed 
his horses. A travelling lawyer came to Laurelville, 
his purpose to collect a debt due to a cabinet-maker in 
Troy, for English furniture—not being able to obtain 
money, he attached sufficient property to cover the debt. 
The homely truth that “bad news flies faster than good,” 
was never more fully proved than in this case. Each of 
Mr. Smithe’s creditors became anxious to secure their 
own claims—and with no lack of good feeling toward 
him, éach came and took that which seemed right in 
his own eyes. Crops were sold to pay for planting 
them—farmers came and took away their own sheep 
and cows—not to trouble the Englishmen, but to pay 
themselves. The master of the house quarrelled with 
no one—and no one personally molested him—indeed 
he was rarely to be seen sober, and seemed passively to 
receive all his misfortunes, seeking relief only in stupid, 
drunken forgetfulness. 

The year came round. Smithe Park was still there, 
but how shorn of its glory! Doors creaking on rusty 
hinges, were blown by the wind to and fro, and gave 
forth that hollow sound which betokens émpty barns 
and vacant stables, ‘The house was closed and gloomy. 
The family—their English glory all departed—its head 
might always by day be seen cowering by the kitchen 
fire, his elbows supporting his head by resting on his 
knees—and his face covered with his hands—he seemed 
neither to know or care that his credit, his character, his 
reputation were all gone—that he himself was a drun- 
kard. What was now the prospect of that English 
family, who a year before had taken possession of the 
Holladay farm, and the good sense of the villagers? and 
who coming to Laurelville with little property, were first 
raised, more by the will of the people, than by their own 
pretension, to a height which made their fall, their ruin? 
They left their house as the spring returned—/e to be 
carried to his grave—she to go to her English friends 
in compliance with the urgent request of both Mr. and 
Mrs, John Brown, taking little Amy with her. James 
Smithe took apprentice bonds with Mr. Pegg, the slov- 
maker, who is now the ’andsome Miss ’Arricts ‘appy 
’usband, and has ascertained that the former lover was 
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an under-scullion in their Majesties royal house-hold, 
who, unfortunately for their union, was obliged to take 
a journey to one of the colonies in the South Seas, 
where he is still rusticating. 

The little church and congregation is scatgered ; Buce- 
phalus and Mazeppa have passed into Mr. Thomas’ 
hands, and are found to answer to their former names of 
Tom and Bill quite as well as before their acquaintance 
with English society. The people of Laurelville are 
almost satisfied with what they have said of the Smithes’, 
and have nearly ceased to scandalise them—and Mr. 
Simpson passed Mrs. Pegg the other week, bowed po- 
litely to her, and when out of hearing, sung to a lively 
ox “Sic a wife as Willie has, 

I wad nae gie a button for her.” 


ROSALIE. 


BY H. J. VERNON. 


1 saw thee mid beauty, 

But none were so bright— 
I heard thee with music, 

No voice was so light— 
It was but a moment, 

I saw thee float by— 
A light moving onward 

Far down the blue sky. 


And each had a seeming 
In look and in tone, 
Alas! for that coldness 
It was not our own. 
And gaily we parted, 
As gaily we met— 
That meeting and parting 
Oh! can we forget ? 


In visions I see thee, 
Like light on a stream— 
Thou seemest unto me 
A star or a dream— 
Thy smile and thy whisper 
Yet thrill in my brain, 
Oh! when shall I meet thee, 
Bright stranger again? 


DREAMING AND WAKING. 


I DREAMT a green and golden earth, 

A still renew’d, immortal birth, 

But ’mid that world so fairly beaming, 
I knew with grief, that I was dreaming. 


That grief awoke me, and I found 

A lovelier.vision spread around, 

And, sweeter than my slumber’s flowers, 

Bedeck’d this common world of ours. 
STERLING, 


LADY'S 


THE YOUNG MEMBER. 
BY MRS. M. V. SPENCER. 


CHAPTER I. 

Ir was a cloudless summer night. A light breeze 
rustled the leaves, with a low musical sound that dis- 
posed the mind to dreamy meveries. The moon was 
high in heaven, sailing on through the undimmed ether, 
silvering hill, plain and tree top with her effulgence, and 
trailing a long line of light across the dark waters of the 
river that rippled at the feet of two individuals, who, yet 
in the first blush of youth and beauty, sat on a rude 
bench under a giant oak on the very verge of the 
pebbly shore. One was a lady who might have num- 
bered eighteen summers, though she had the easy grace 
and assured air of a woman of twenty-five. Beautiful 
both in face and form, the sole child of a very wealthy 
man, and possessing a vivacity and intellect to which 
Pfew of her sex couid lay claim, Kate Eldrington had 
been early welcomed into society, so that, at an age 
when others were still at school, she was the favorite 
belle of the season. But with all her loveliness her 
character was radically defective. Flattered from her 
childhood up, and accustomed to have her every wish 
acceded to, she learned at length to act as if her own 
gratification was to be sought at the expense of every 
one with whom she was thrown into contact, and 
became accordingly selfish and wilful as well as vain, 
thoughtless, envious and deceitful. But though such 
was the real character of Miss Eldrington, few, except 
the members of her family, were aware of it. Her 
queenly style of beauty, her finished manners, her 
exquisite tact in conversation, and the taste and art 
with which she dressed, rendered her the theme of con- 
tinual admiration; and wherever she appeared, she was 
surrounded by admirers. Living thus in a constant 
atmosphere of flattery, and delighted with herself and 
all around her, she had little temptation to betray her 
bad qualities; and if, at rare intervals, she felt envious of 
any one, it just sufficed to add a double spice to her wit, 
Kate Eldrington was, therefore, a prize for which none 
felt themselves too lofty to strive. 

The other individual was a young man who might 
have been two years older than Miss Eldrington, but 
it needed only a glance to reveal that in manners and 
feelings he was still a boy, though a high-souled, and 
romantic one. Edward Howell was also an only child, 
but unlike Kate, he had been left an orphan in infancy. 
His father had died enormously rich, and the whole of 
his vast fortune having accumulated for nearly twenty 
years was@iow grown to an almost incredible size, ren- 
dering the son one of the wealthiest millionaires in the 
country. But the young heir was not more gifted by 
| fortune, than endowed in mind, Hitherto nothing had 
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occurred fully to arouse his slumbering intellect ; but in 
the vague dreams that visited his boyhood, in the wild 
aspirations that haunted his later youth, in a thousand 
wildering fancies and emotions that crossed him daily, 
he experienced the stirrings of the unborn but living 
genius within him. Howell had never yet written a 
line, but he had thought a world of poetry. Often 
would he go out in the calm moonlight, and sit for 
hours gazing on the placid landscape before him, lost in 
a reverie too deep for words; and often would he launch 
his boat amid the surf, when the lowering clouds por- 
tended a storm, experiencing a strange joy in battling 
with the tempest. He knew it not; but it was the soul 
within him, that now led him to be an idle dreamer, and 
now impelled him to brave the ocean hurricane; and 
every one who has felt the cravings of an unsatisfied 
intellect within, has acted as Howell did, though like 
him they may often have been unconscious why they 
longed, now for quiet, and now for excitement, but ever 
for novelty. Genius is like the troubled ocean: it can 
never find rest. 

From the first moment that Howell saw Kate EI- 
drington he loved her; for a character like hers was the 
very one to captivate his romantic mind. He loved 
with all the ardor of youth—with all the intensity of a 
first affection—with all the passionate earnestness of his 
thoroughly poetic nature. Nor did Kate repel his atten- 
tions. To win the heart of one so rich and gifted as 
Howell, was a triumph even for her. Perhaps her 
heart was incapable of truly loving any object besides 
herself; but the poetry which Howell breathed in every 
compliment he paid her at least dazzled her fancy, while 
the eclaf»of possessing the rich young heir for a lover, 
captivated her vanity. Still she was in no haste to 
receive a proposal, and surrender her train of admirers ; 
but was, on the contrary, very willing to await Howell’s 
majority, when his fortune would come into his posses- 
sion. She found it not difficult to manage as she 
wished. The very poetic nature of Howell had led 
him to avoid. society—-whose cant, shallowness, and 
hollow heartedness he could not help despising—and 
he was consequently a mere child in the hands of s» 
practised a coquette as Kate. But, on this evening, she 
had imprudently consented to accompany Howell alone 
on a walk, and he had led her to this romantic spot on 
the river side. Kate soon found that her arts would not 
avail her here. The scenery around, the mystic moon- 
light, and the poetry that Howell breathed in every word 
insensibly influenced even her heart, and she found her- 
self almost’ before she was aware of it gliding into a 
strain of sentiment. Then she would have checked 
herself, but it was too late. Howe ai obtained 
the mastery, and in burning language poured forth 
his passion ; while Kate, no longer the imperious beauty, 
actually listened with a beating heart to his eloquent 
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appeal, and when he had finished sank weeping on his 
bosom. 

“God bless you, dear, dear Miss Eldrington—or let 
me henceforth call you Kate, my own sweet Kate. 
Again—God in heaven bless you for thus assuring me 
of your priceless love.” 

Kate was now completely subdued ; and still hiding 
her head in her lover’s bosom, she murmured a reply, 
which induced Howell to clasp her to him in even 
greater transport, while tears of unutterable joy gushed 
from his eyes. And for the remainder of that evening 
it seemed as if Kate had caught a portion of her lover’s 
passionate and poetic soul, while she replied to his fond 
endearments in words equally full of love. 


CHAPTER It. 


A week had passed when, in a luxurious apartment, 
where Persian carpets, damask curtains, and other mag- 
nificent furniture attested the wealth of the owner, sat 
Kate Eldrington, and her distant and dependant relative 
Edith Bellanger. A greater contrast could not have 
exi than that between the two cousins. Kate was 
tall queenly, with thick glossy tresses of black, eyes 
that vied with the ebon darkness of midnight, and a 
countenance and port which reminded the spectator of 
aJuno. Edith Bellanger, on the contrary, was rather 
petite, though her figure was exquisite, and she moved 
with the grace and airiness of a dryad. Her eyes were 
of a deep blue, soft and melting as the azure of a twi- 
light sky. Her hair was golden and fell in laughing 
tresses on either side her face. No one had ever seen 
Edith’s fair countenance distorted with passion, though 
her amiability was by no means the placid repose of a 
phlegmatic constitution. Beneath her usually quiet and 
retiring manner she had a mind of no ordinary power, 
and a bosom keenly sensitive to all the holier emotions 
of the soul. Had Edith been rich like her cousin she 
would have won nearly as much admiration, though of 
a different character; but now, known as a dependant 
on her cousin’s bounty, and feeling that shrinking mo- 
desty which always, in circumstances like hers, attends 
a sensitive mind, she almost wholly avoided society. 
Kate felt no disposition to alter her cousin’s determina- 
tion, and was very well content that Edith should play 
the part of a humble dependant rather than that of a 
rival. 

Edward Howell was, therefore, one of the few gentle- 
men of Kate’s acquaintance, to whom Edith had become 
even casually known. His enthusiastic and romantic 
character had ever been her admiration, and though she 
rarely exchanged a word with him, she delighted to sit 
unnoticed by and hear his conversation with Kate. 
Sometimes when Howell chanced to detect how eagerly 


she listened to him, a burning blush would shoot over ; 
her face; and if, at any time during the remainder of 
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the evening, he addressed but a single word to her, she 
And then 
she would retire to think over all he had said, and how 
he had looked when speaking to her; and perhaps she 
would dream sweet dreams, from which shegawoke with 
a sigh. 


would be almost too embarrassed to reply. 


Alas! poor Edith, ignorant of love and all its 
various disguises, she little deemed that she had uncon- 
sciously given her heart's dearest affections to Howell. 

A week, we say, had passed since the moonlight téte- 
d-téte between Kate and her lover; but it had been a 
week of changes. In that little week the whole vast 
estate of Howell had been swept away by the combined 
villainy of his guardians, and of the officers of the bank in 
whose stock bis fortune had been invested. The young 
heir was now a penniless orphan. 

“ And you do not intend to see Mr. Howell at all,” 
said Edith, as if continuing a conversation with her 
cousin, “oh! Kate,” and her voice quivered with emo- 
tion, “ how can you treat him so ?” 

“ How can J, child?” said the proud beauty, with a 
toss of the head, “why, easily! The infatuated boy 
camot dream that now, when he is not worth agdgllar, 
he can aspire to my hand. Perhaps I did very hly 
make him a sort of promise one evening last week, but 
really he was so romantic and sentimental and all that, 
that I could not, for the sport of it, refuse him then. 
For my part,” and she laughed merrily, “I hold that 
words said at moonlight, by a river’s side, to a poetic 
youth just from college, are nothing more than the mere 
swectmeats one trifles with—the spice of a harmless 
flirtation.” 

“ Their disavowal may torture a noble heart,” retorted 
Edith with feeling, “oh! shame, Kate, that you should 
be so selfish and unjust to your better nature.” 

“Indeed, Miss,” said her cousin, while her cheek 
grew red with anger, “and who asked you for a homily ? 
I declare I believe you have fallen in love yourself with 
this crack-brained boy,” and, as she spoke, noticing that 
Edith blushed to the very brow, she continued sneer- 
ingly, “you may take him and welcome—he will not 
be the first of my cast-a-ways you have worn.” 

At this unfeeling speech—yunfeeling both as coming 
from a woman and in view of Edith’s dependant condi- 
tion—the poor girl turned deadly pale, then burst into 
tears, and rising from her seat rushed hastily from the 
room. As she reached the hall she met Howell, who, 
entering unobserved, and finding no footman to announce 
or rather to forbid his ingress, had been on the point of 
opening the door when he heard Kate’s voice. The 
mention of his own name induced him to pause, and 
shame and indignation had kept him, as it were, spell- 
bound, until Edith rushed out. At sight of him the 
poor girl felt as if she would have sunk through the 
floor, but, rallying her fainting energies, she sprang 
past him. Howell’s delicacy forbade him to arrest her 
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progress, but he could not avoid saying, in a voice 
tremulous with emotion, 

“God bless you, Miss Bellanger! 
least, farewell !” 

When Howell rushed into the street his tumult of 


I can bid you, at 


passion threatened, for a few moments, to deprive him 
of reason. Love for his heartless mistress contending 
with indignation at her faithlessness produced a tempest 
within his bosom which choked his utterance, and ren- 
His 
first return to consciousness was on finding himself in 


dered him insensible as to whither he was going. 


his own room with the door locked and double locked 
behind him. For hours he walked the floor in a state 
of mind approaching to phrenzy. At length pride 
attained the mastery. 

“Oh! the vile Ciree—the double-dyed deceiver,” he 
exclaimed passionately, “to think that, but one short 
week ago, she reclined on my shoulder and whispered 
assent to all my ardent protestations of affection—ay! 
that her lips were yielded unresisting to my kisses, that 
her hand faintly returned the pressure of my own. God 
of heaven and can this woman now sneer at me as a 
beggar and a boy? A boy—yes! that was the word, 
and I feel it is too true a charge, for what have I done 
in the twenty long years of my life? Nothing abso- 
lutely nothing. I have been a drone and a dreamer— 
but that time is past. A penniless orphan, I must 
carve out my own fortune, and I feel here,” and he 
struck his forehead energetically, “that which shall 
make or mar me. She despises me, does she? because 
[ am a boy—then here I swear, henceforth from this 
hour, to devote myself day and night to study—to give 
every energy to the pursuit of glory. And when I have 
? and a proud joy lit up his classic face, 
“when I have won renown, then shall come my re- 
venge !” 

That very night saw Howell begin the fulfilment of 
his vow. It was soon noised through the circles he had 
once frequented that Kate Eldrington had received a 
proposal from him which she had rejected, and that 
immediately afterward his bankruptcy had been made 
public. The majority said that he already knew his 
poverty when he asked Miss Eldrington’s hand, and 
that she had made a lucky escape from the wiles of a 
designing fortune-hunter; and it was only a few, who, 
noticing the exultation with which Kate heard this 
rumor narrated in her présence, suspected the truth, 
and even gave her credit for originating the false report. 
The rumor further said that Howell had left the city, 
and gone no one knew whither. A few only of his old 
friends were aware that he had commenced the study of 
the law ‘scanty pittance which had been saved 
from the wreck of his fortune. 

A second rumor also found its way into the great 
world. It was said that Miss Eldrington finding it 


won renown,’ 
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impossible longer to endure the increasing presumption 
of her dependant cousin, had been restrained only by 
pity from turning her off, when a distant relative hap- 
pening to die and leave Edith a few thousand dollars, 
Kate had at once spoken her mind. The truth was 
that Miss Bellanger, after the unfeeling remark of her 
cousin, had resolved to leave Mr. Eldrington’s, and was 
already, though much against his wishes, seeking the 
place of a governess, when an uncle of her mother died 
and left her a competent, though not large estate. She 
instantly left for her new possessions, leaving behind 
her regret in every heart but that of Kate, who, with 
the malignity of the injurer, entertained feelings of the 
bitterest hatred for her cousin. 


CHAPTER ITt. 


Atonr, in his chamber, sat the midnight student. 
The apartment was comfortably but not richly furnished. 
The most prominent article in the room was a book-case 
which stood in a solid mass of shadow in one corner. 
A tall, shaded lamp, flinging its glare only across that 
portion of the chamber where sat the student, and 
mingling its light with the pale moonbeams that strug- 
gled in at the window, enabled him to pursue his labo- 
rious task; for he sat before a desk at which he had 
heen writing. There was a deep, awful quiet in the 
apartment at that hour, and as the student at his 
solitary vigils, surrounded by his papers and the huge 
folios which he ever and anon consulted, he would have 
reminded the spectator of those mighty sages of old 
who watched, long after the stars had set, at their lonely 
studies, imbibing knowledge with which to rule the des- 
tinies of worlds. Never indeed did Howell—for he was 
the student—wear a more lofiy air than now, when 
engaged in his midnight labor. As the clock chimed 
the hour of twelve, he finished a glowing sentence, and 
leaning back in his chair, with that triumph which none 
but an author feels, carelessly pushed back the thick 
hair from his broad, ample brow. At that moment there 
was something almost godlike in his looks. The proud 
flashing eye—the free gesture of the hand—and the 
firmly compressed lip told that the mind within was 
revelling in the full consciousness of its powers; and 
that Edward Howell felt, at that moment, the wild, 
deep, seductive excitement of a master intellect triumph- 
ing in its divinity. — 

Again he bent to his task. He was writing a work 
which was to determine his reputation. Political ex- 
citement, at that period, ran unusually high, and the 
two mighty parties which then divided the country were 
engaged in their last, deadly struggle for the mastery. All 
the talent of the nation was enlisted on either side, and 
pamphlets daily poured from the press. Into this trou- 
bled vortex Edward Howell had fearlessly plunged. 
He was young indeed; but with a fine education, no 
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common talents, and the desire to win renown and be 
avenged on his false mistress, he leaped into the contest 
as fearlessly as Curtius of old sprang into the abyss 
which threatened to engulph Rome. 

“TI will try,” said he mentally, “if I fail—well. If I 
win—why then for glory and revenge!” and he sat 
down to his work. 

It was long past midnight. The deserted streets 
without were silent; for the hush of death hung on 
the mighty city, yet that solitary student still sat at his 
lonely task. His lamp burned dimmer, but he saw it 
not. The pale moonlight coldly crossed his brow, but 
he felt, he recked it not. His whole soul was wrapt in 
the work before him. As he proceeded, his brow knit, 
and his dark eye shot fire with the excitement of his 
theme. He took down a volume of Burke and turned 
hastily over its pages. Long and deeply he pondered 
on the philosophy of that greatest of political sages, and 
when he closed the volume, and returned it to his library 
his dark gge dilated with the consciousness of triumph, 
and thrusting his papers into his port-folio he folded his 
orm strode proudly up and down his room. He 
was red with the excitement of long composition. 
His brain seemed beating madly in his forehead, and yet 
the tempest of his feelings, wild, deep, and rushing as 
they were, he would not have given up for worlds. Oh! 
there is nothing like a student’s life. Pain and sorrow 
and unrequited toil may indeed be his lot—he may 
watch at his lonely vigils when all mankind is at rest— 
he may struggle amid poverty and sickness for a scanty 
livelihood ; but there are moments of intellectual triumph 
which amply repay him for all he has suffered, by firing 
him with the consciousness of a more exalted existence 
than belongs to others, and stirring to its lowest depths 
the divinity within him. Oh! there are minutes in a 
student’s life which are worth an eternity of toil. And 
one of these minutes had now come for Howell. 

“This is glorious,” he said, pausing at the window, 
with folded arms, “I feel now that my revenge is certain 
—my destiny about to be fulfilled. My day is coming 
fast, false Kate,” he continued, as if apostrophizing her, 
“and you, who affected to despise the needy, bankrupt 
suitor will hear men talk of him as the triumphant 
orator. Ah! it seems but yesterday, instead of four 
long years, since you sneeringly called me a boby—am I 
a boy now? They tell me that you have married a 
wealthy southerner, a haughty, purse-proud man. Are 
you happy? T credit it not. There was that in your 
eyes—in every tone of your voice, that moonlit night by 
the river side, which assures me that you loved me then 
as much as your nature was capable of loving. You 
affected to despise me afterward—and your train of 
fawning worshippers echoed your pretended contempt 
—well, I can bear it like aman. The despised Howell 
has—thank God !—some of his forefathers pride in him 
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—and by his halidome! he will carve out a station for 
himself to which these cringing hounds never dared 
to lift their eyes. I feel the victory at hand!” and 
he strode proudly to and fro under the uncontrollable 
excitement of the moment. What stirs aeproud man 
more than the insults of inferiors! 

At length he paused and threw up the window that 
the cool night air might fan his fevered brow. Calmly 
and sweetly the moon was flooding that solitary city 
with her silvery light, dimming with her unclouded 
brilliancy the stars that gemmed the azure canopy of 
heaven. Not a sound broke on the air. The angel of 
peace and purity seemed hovering over the scene. The 
student gazed long on the quiet prospect; and as he 
gazed his feelings grew calmer, and he mused with 
himself. 

“ What crime and innocence,” he said, “what hope 
and despair, what poverty, sickness and death throng in 
this mighty but now sleeping city!’ How many wretched 
beings lie on their fevered beds—how many famished 
families look to the sickly artizan for bread—how many 
widowed mothers are even now toiling at the mage 
lamp to earn a scanty subsistence for their starvingmittle 
ones. Oh God! who can tell the misery that lies hidden 
in the lanes and courts, ay! and in the palaces of this 
mighty town—and yet yon calm moon sails placidly on, 
as if all was joy, and health and long life beneath !” 

As the student mused thus a calmer mood came over 
him. Gradually the lofty fire faded from his eye—his 
brow settled into its usual placid expression—and the 
storm of passion died away in his breast. Closing the 
window he sought his couch with a melancholy smile. 
And thus night after night he toiled. But the end was 
nigh! 


(TO BE CONCLUDED.) 





TO A LADY. 
A SONG. 


I Love thee, lady, yet I feel 

My heart should not its love declare ; 
Then teach, oh! teach me to conceal 
The ray of passion lingering there. 

But tell me, can the streams that shed 
Their sun-reflected tribute free, 

‘Tura from their wonted course and wed 
Their waters to an inland sea? 


Go ask the leaping mountain rill 

To stay its flight and still its tone; 

Or bid Vesuvius’ fount to chill 

Its burning lava into stone,— 

As well to ask the vestal moon 

To quench her light in yonder sky, 

For lady they'll obey as soon,— 

As I ean yield affection’s tie. A. H.C. 





THE ROSE. 


BY D. EVERETT ROSE. 


Loven daughter of the laughing May! 
The light of all that’s pure is thine ; 

The rosy beams that wake the day, 
Upon thy cheeks of velvet shine. 

Thy beauty paints the evening skies, 

It mingles with the rainbow’s dies, 

In love’s own light its blushes speak 

On ruby lip and vermeil cheek. 


No wooing zephyrs ever stray’d 

To whisper love or steal a kiss, 
Or dancing sunbeam ever play’d 

Upon a sweeter flower than this. 
The night fays o’er thy bosom strew 
The sparkles of the nectar dew, 
And on their shrine the pearls have slept 
Like tears the dying stars have wept. 


Many a pouting lip has flush’d 

In rival beauty by thy side ; 
Many a maiden cheek has blush’d 

In vain to match thy crimson pride. 
The pink may boast its varied hue, 
The violet its azure blue, 
The lily claim the snow its own ; 
But still thou reign’st undimm'd alone. 


Thou hast the tale of love express'd. 

In words the falt’ring tongue forbore ; 
And answ’ring from the heart confess’d, 
What eye and cheek had told before. 
Young hearts have whisper'd to thy ears 
The secret of their hopes and fears ; 

When nestled in a gentle breast, 
Thou had'st thy tender folds carest. 


Ah! anxious hope Jong watch has kept, 
Despairingly beneath thy cover ; 

While fond heart sigh’d and bright eye wept 
The absence of a faithless lover. 

And many a vow of love is made, 

And fond heart pledged beneath thy shade ; 

While friendly moon-beams light thy bower, 

And glide too soon the stolen hour. 


F love thee, emblem of my youth! 
Thou bring’st to mind fond memories ; 

When fancy wore the garb of truth, 
And love made earth a paradise. 

But as those dreaming hours have fled 

Before the light stern truth has shed, 

So will thy fleeting beauty fade, 

And join the wreck that time has made. 





Truth is to be sought only by slow and painful pro- 
gress. Errog is in its nature flippant and compendious; 
it hops with airy and fastidious levity over proofs and 
arguments, and perches upon assertion, which it calls 
conclusion. 
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WHAT IS DUTY. 


BY ELLEN ASHTON. 


“Morusr, do not ask me,” sobbed a weeping girl, 
clasping her hands and looking up into her parent’s face. 
“Oh! could you know my heart you would see that I 
am “hot disobedient. But I cannot love Mr. Bartlett— 
indeed, indeed I cannot. Death would be more prefer- 
able to me than such a union.” 

“ Really, Miss,” said the step-mother, “these are fine 
times when a daughter thus sets at defiance the wishes 
of a parent. I will not, however, submit to such diso- 
bedience. I command you now to prepare for your mar- 
riage with Mr. Bartlett,” and with these words she turned 
to leave the room. But her daughter clung to her robe. 

“Oh! mother, dear mother,” she said, “ retract those 
dreadful words. Never have I disobeyed any command 
of yours, but this I cannot obey. If my heart was my 
own, I might school it perhaps to love even Mr. Bartlett ; 
but I love another, and cannot follow your command.” 

“ What!” exclaimed the step-mother, turning on her 
daughter like an angry tiger, “you dare to love another 
—to love without my consent! and though her passion 
choked her words, she still glared on the trembling and 
supplicating girl at her feet, shaking her hand at her as 
if she would strike her. This then is the reason you 
will not have Mr. Bartlett. This is why you refuse 
wealth and station. Oh! I have found you out, have I? 
And who pray may be this fellow !—some wandering 
music teacher, I suppose, whom you have met at board- 
ing-school, for no one but proper persons have I suffered 
you to associate with since your retura.” 

“It is no wandering music teacher, no improper per- 
son,” said Mary, with sudden spirit, “but one whose 
fair name is as unsullied as that of the best and brightest 
in the land. Nor is he wholly unknown to you. It is 
with Henry Alford I have plighted my troth,” and as the 
daughter thus spoke, her eye kindled, her form became 
erect with conscious pride, and there was a sudden firm- 
ness in her tone that contrasted finely with her late 
supplicating demeanor. For an instant the step-mother 
was overawed by this transformation. 
recovered from her surprise. 

“ Hoity toity, Miss,” she exclaimed, “a pretty pass 
things have come to, when daughters talk this way to 
their mothers. Henry Alford indeed !—a poor, starving, 
unknown physician, who, I dare say cheats his landlady 
and washerwoman out of their bills, and who is never 
heard of in good society! We'll see whether you'll 
plight your troth to him, a beggardly fortune-hunter, 
who, if he could get your money wouldn’t care how 
soon he saw you in your grave.” 

“ He is no fortune-hunter,” indignantly replied Mary, 
“and for his family, it is as good as our own. If he 


But she soon 
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sought what you call good society, its doors would be 
thrown wide open tohim. If he is poor, is that a crime! 
Ihave enough for both,” and thengchanging her tone, 
and bursting again into tears, for her overwrought feel- 
ings would be no longer controlled, she continued, “Oh! 
dear mother, forgive me if I talk thus, for Henry Alford 
is the noblest of men, and your own heart will assure 
you that you wrong him. I learned to love him years 
since, when we were both children, and he was yet a 
ward of my father. I intended to have told you all long 
ago, but—but you favored Mr. Bartlett so much that I 
delayed it from day to day. If you will not consent to 
my union with Henry,” she continued, speaking so 
rapidly and eagerly that her mother could not interrupt 
her, “ at least do not force me to marry Mr. Bartlett. I 
can never love any one but Henry, yet I will promise not 
to marry him without your consent—only do not compel 
me to give my hand where I cannot bestow my heart.” 

“T have heard quite enough,” said the mother, speak- 
ing in those tones of forced calmness which extreme 
anger affects, “and now go to your room. We will see 
who is to conquer. Go, I say.” 

Mary did not reply, but silently left the room, though 
the hot tears rolled down her cheeks, and her tottering 
steps could scarcely support her, for well she knew by 
by those calm tones, and by the ominous eye of her 
parent that her fate was decreed, and that her mother 
was inexorable. 

While this conversation was going on in the luxurious 
mansion of Mrs, Swanson, two persons sat in a sparely 
but yet decently furnished physicians office, in one of 


‘the principal streets of the city. The youngest speaker 


was one whose ample forehead and intelligent eye 
bespoke him possessed of more than ordinary intellect. 
He was on the point of speaking. 

“In this emergency, Penrose, I look to you for coun- 
sel. You know Mary—you know also how deeply I 
love her, and that the dear girl has promised to be mine. 
But I fear we will never win the mother’s consent—and 
Mary will never marry without it. I know that Mrs, 
Swanson has fixed her heart on a union between this 
Mr. Bartlett and her daughter, and that every thing that 
can, will be done to bring about the marriage. But I 
know the sweet girl on this point will be firm, though 
her mother’s entreaties should change to persecution. 
Mrs. Swanson, however,—for I know her character— 
will say when she learns al! that I am a fortune-hunter, 
and nothing more will be necessary to prove the charge, 
in the eyes of most persons, than the mere fact that I 
am poor and Mary is rich. My only heritage is a gocd 
name, and shall I sacrifice it, even though innocent *” 

“TI scarcely know what to advise,” replied Penrose, 
“for though we ought to pay some deference to the 
world’s opinion, yet I should never hesitate to act when- 
ever I thought I was right. Perhaps, in your situation, 
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I would await the turn of events. In Mary’s circum- 
stances I would disregard « step-mother’s commands 
without a minute’sdelay ; for though, as a general rule, 
we are bound to obey our parent’s, yet, in the matter of 
marriage, where the happiness of our whyple life depends 
on our choice, we ought to exercise, in a measure, our 
own will, and if we have given our love to a worthy ob- 
ject, and the opposition of our parents is factious and 
tyrannical, we ought to follow our own judgment and 
not theirs. It is true young persons are very apt to be- 
stow their affections on unworthy objeets, and to imagine 
that their parents oppose their love unreasonably, and 
we should, therefore, be very cautious in marrying 
against the wishes of natural advisers. But in your 
case there can be no doubt. I amolder than you and mar- 
ried. I may advise you, therefore, with the more freedom. 
But you come of a proud spirited race, and I predict that 
since Mrs. Swanson has called you a fortune-hunter, you 
will not marry Mary, when, if she were poor, and could 
be brought to elope, you would wed her to-morrow.” 

“That, Mary, will never do; and though no doubt 
you are right in all you have said, yet I would rather 
my wife should obey than disobey her parent, even when 
that parent’s injustice and tyranny is clear.” 

“And I honor you for it. I should not, under the 
circumstances, blame Mary if she was to elope, but I 
love her the more for her refusal,”’ and with these words 
the conversation closed. 

Time passed. Now that Mrs. Swanson had learned 
that Henry Alford was her daughter’s lover, all inter- 
views between them were rendered impossible by her 
Argus eyes. Mary was closely confined to the house, 
and allowed to see no one unless in the presence of her 
mother. The persecutions to which the poor girl was 
now subjected, would have subdued many a weaker 
heart, but Mary, though yielding in little things, had a 
latent firmness which greater emergencies called forth ; 
and she rose superior to all the taunts and vexations to 
which she was subjected, for the consciousness of recti- 
tude cheered her amid all. Her constancy was the more 
self-sustained because she had not heard from her lover 
for weeks, and because there was no female friend on 
whom she could lean in her distress; but left alone and 
unaided, she could only think of Henry, and resolve to 
suffer all for his sake. 
Swanson should possess such power to tyrannize over 
her step-daughter, but Mary’s now deceased father had 
married his second wife late in life, and the bride, thus 
brought into his household, had soon managed to obtain 
such control over him, that when he died he left her a 
large portion of his fortune, and the unlimited guardian- 
ship of his child. Perhaps, if her step-mother had not 
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been thus specially invested with her father’s authority, 
Mary would have poused ere she promised not to marry 
without her consent; but now she felt called on, as it 











were, by a voice from the tomb, to obey her mother's 
commands to that extent, though she could not make 
herself unhappy for life by marrying Mr. Bartlett. 

Many were the attempts made by Henry Alford to 
obtain an interview with Mary, or even to convey to her 
a letter, but in every instance without success. At 
length, conscious that Mary would never marry without 
Mrs. Swanson’s consent, and unable longer to erdure 
the misery of being so near and yet not beholding her, 
Henry left the city for the far west, determined there to 
accumulate a fortune, and return and claim Mary’s hand. 
With this resolution, he found, at length, means to 
acquaint her, and received in return assurances of her 
fidelity: 

Years elapsed. 
guished man, and rapidly acquiring wealth, when one 
day he was called to a neighboring village inn, to see a 
sick lady. What was his surprise, on entering the room, 
to recognize Mrs. Swanson, now pale and emaciated 
and evidently dying. The room in which she lay— 
a seantily furnished garret—betokened that a change 
had befallen her worldly circumstances. Henry’s heart 
fluttered, and he glanced his eye around the room, in 
search of a well known form. Mrs. Swanson was 
equally surprised with himself. She was, however, the 
first to speak, and it was in a humble and penitent tone. 

“God be praised for this unexpected meeting,” she 
said, raising her eyes to heaven, “for I can now repair 
a grievous wrong ere I die. Your eyes tell me that you 
seek my daughter. She is here,” the sufferer exclaimed, 
as Mary entered the room. “God bless you both, my 
children, and forgive me for the evil I intended you.” 

We will not attempt to describe the meeting of the 
loving separated lovers. A few words of explanation 
will close our narrative. Mary had remained firm to her 
troth under every persecution, and, at length, Mr. Bart- 
lett withdrew in despair, though it was said that the 
loss of all Mrs. Swanson’s fortune and that of her 
daughter, which about this time occurred, had no litile 
influence on his determination. Misfortune softened the 
mother’s heart, and she repented of all the wrong she 
had done Mary, and would willingly have bestowed her 
on Henry. But, in pursuance of his resolution, he had 
kept his residence a secret, even from Mary, intending 
only to reveal it when he could claim her as his bride. 
At length increasing poverty forced Mrs. Swanson with 
her daughter to seek a refuge in the far west, and we 
have seen how opportunely they met with Henry. We 
have only to add that she saw the lovers united at her 
bedside ere she died, which event took place in a short 
week after her journey had been stopped by her illness. 

“ Was I not right ?” said the young bride to her hus- 
band, “for now we have no reproaches to make to our- 
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selves for a want of duty.” 
“Yes!” said he, fondly kissing her. 
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